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DEDICATION 

TO THE 

K I N C. 

May it pleafe your Majefty, 

IH A D not the prefumption to dedicate the firft eflay 
of the following work to you, apprehenfive that 
I might thereby offend the delicacy of thz moft mo- 
deft of conquerors ; but your Majefty (hould confider, 
that this is not a panegyrick ; it is in part a faithful 
pidure of the moft glorious battle that ever was fought 
fince that of Bouvines. It contains the fentiments of 
France, though but weakly exprefled 3 it is a poem 
without exaggeration, and confifts of important truths, 
without any mixture either of fi&ion or flatte:y # 
Your Majefty's name will tranfmit this weak (ketch 
to pofterity as an authentic monument of fo many 
J$ glorious 
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glorious anions performed in your prefence, and in 
imitation of your great example. 

Vouchfafe then, royal fir, to add to the' favour of 
permitting this addrefs, that of accepting the pro- 
found refpe&s of the leaft of your fubjc&s, but the 
warmeft of your admirers, 

VOLTAIRE. 
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PRELIMINARY DISCOURSE. 



JT^IS well known to the public, that this work, 



compofed at firft with all the rapidity of zeal, 
was confiderably increafed in every fubfequent edition. 
All the different circumftances of the vi&ory at Fori' 
tenoy, which were from day to day heard of at Paris , 
deferved to be particularly celebrated ; and what was 
at firft only a poem, confuting of about a hundred 
\ lines, is now fwelled into a work, which contains 
above three hundred and forty ; but care has been 
I taken to preferve it in the fame order, which confifts 
j in the prelude, the aflion, and the conclufion. This 
order has been even put in a ftill clearer light, by 
! giving in this edition a defcription of the feveral na- 
tions of which the enemy's army was compofed, and 
fpecifying their three different attacks, 
j The nations over which Lewis the fourteenth tri- 
| umphed, are here painted in their true colours ; but 
nothing injurious is faid of them : for example j where 
it is faid of the Dutch, that they formerly (hook off 
the yoke of cruel Aujlria, the obvious meaning of the 
Words is, the yoke of Aujlria then cruel to them ; for 
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Aujiria is now by no means cruel to the States Ge- 
neral ; and the queen of Hungary, who adds fo much 
to the glory of the houfe of Aujiria^ is not ignorant of 
the profound refpect that the French bear to her perfon 
and virtues, at the fame time that they are obliged to 
fight againfr her. 

Where it is faid in fpeaicing of the Englijb^ ferocity 
gives way to valour care has been taken to apprize the 
reader in notes to all the different editions, that, this 
reproach of ferocity falls upon the foldiers alone. 

Certain it is, that when the EngUJh troops filed off 
from Fontenoy 9 many foldiers of that nation cried out, 
no quarter* 'Tis likewife known, that when M. de 
Sechellcs feconded the king's intentions with extraordi- 
nary forefight, and caufed as much care to be taken of 
the wounded prifoners of the enemy as of our own 
men, fome of the Englijh foot were guilty of out- 
rages againft our foldiers when in the waggons, which 
carried off the wounded both of the vanquifhed and 
victorious party. Officers, who have pretty nearly 
the fame education all over Europe^ have the fame ge- 
nerality of difpofition ; but there are countries, where 
the cdtamon people, free from reftraint, are more 
fierce and brutal than elfewhere. The author has not, 
*or that reafon, been more fparing in his praifes of the 

valour 
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valour and conduct of that nation ; and he has taken 
particular care never to mention the duke of Cumber- 
land, without beftowing upon him thofe culogiums, 
which his qualities exa<5t from all the world. 

Some foreigners have endeavoured to perfuade the 
public, that the celebrated Addifon, in his poem upon 
the campaign of Hockfet, has fpoken more honourably 
of the king's houfhold troops, than the author of the 
poem upon the battle of Fontenoy. The author, in- 
duced by this reproach, confulted Mr. Addiforis poem 
at the king's library, and was very much furprifed to 
find a great deal more abufe than praife in it. The 
paflage begins about the three hundredth line. There 
is no occafion either for citing or anfwering it ; the 
king's houfhold troops have fufficiently refuted it by con- 
quering. The author does not mean to deny fo great a 
poet, and fo difcerning a philofopher as Mr. Addifon % 
his due praife; but he would have behaved in a 
manner more worthy of the name of poet and phi- 
lofopher, if he had fpoken with more caution of 
crowned heads, which even an enemy (hould refpedt ; 
and if be had reflected, that the praifes beftowed by 
vi&ors upon the vanqui(hed add a new laurel to the 
former, there isfome reafon to think, that when Mr, 
Addifon was made fecretary of ftate, the minifter re- 
B 3 gretted 
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gretted flic indecencies which had dropped from the 
author. 

If the EngUJh poem overflows with gall, this on the 
©ther hand breathes nothing but humanity. The 
author's intention was to infpire benevolent fenti- 
men whilft he celebrated a battle. Perifh the 
wretch, who can take delight in nothing but in pic- 
turcs of deftrudion and reprefentations of human mi« 
fery. 

The people of Europe have principles of humanity, 
which are not to be found in the other quarters of the 
world ; they are better united with each other ; »they 
have certain laws which are common to them all j all 
their royal families are related ; the inhabitants of each 
kingdom travel amongft their neighbours, and by that 
means keep up a reciprocal connexion with theim 
The European {rhriftians are in this refpeft in the fame 
ftate with the antlent Greeks ; they are engaged in 
frequent wars with each other ; but, in the midft of 
thefe* diflentions, they generally obferve fo much de- 
corum and politenefs, that it often happens, that a 
Frenchman^ an Englijbman, and a German meeting, 
feem to be natives of the fame city. True it is, that 
the Lacedemonians and Tbebans were lefs polilhed than 
the people of Athens j but the feveral different nations 

of 
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of Greece looked upon each other as allies, who never 
waged war but with a view to the re-eftablifliment of 
peace ; and they feldom infulted enemies, who were 
to become their friends in a few years. It is upon 
this principle the. author has endeavoured to make this 
work a monument of the French monarch's glory, not 
of the (hame of the nations over which he triumphed. 
He would be concerned, could he be juftJy charged 
with having wrote againft them with as much bitter- 
nefc, as is to be met with in fome of the inve&ives, 
which Frenchmen have written againft a poem com- 
pofed by one of their countrymen ; but the jealoufy 
between author and author is much ftronger than that 
between nation and nation. 

It is - faid of the Swi/s 9 that they are our antient 
friends and fellow citizens^ becaufe they have been. 
b thefe two hundred and fifty years paft. It is faid of 
the foreigners that fcrve in our armies, that they fol- 
lowed the example fet them by the king's houflfold 
troops and by our other forces ; becaufe 'tis in effedl 
tile part of the nation that fights for its prince to fet 
the example, and a more noble example was never fet 
before. That the French excel all other nations in va- 
lour and politenefe can. never be denied.. A certain 
64. author 
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author Jias had the impudence to affert, that the fol- 
lowing verfe, 

Je vois cet etranger qu'on croit ne parmi nous, 

was meant as a compliment to a general born in Sax- 
ony for having the air of a Frenchman. Air and de- 
portment are here entirely out of the queftion : any 
man of common difcernment will plainly perceive, 
that the meaning of the verfe is, that this generaPs 
attachment to the king was as great, as if he had been 
born his fubjeft. 

This criticifm is much of a piece with that of a 
certain perfon, who advanced, that it was not proper 
to fay of the fame general, that he was dangeroufly 
ill, when in efFed his courage made him forget the fad 
fituation to which he was reduced, and enabled him to 
triumph at once over the weaknefs of his body and 
the enemies of his king. 

Decency admits of no other anfwer to thofe, who 
have fo notorioufly "violated its laws. 

The author's fole view was to recite faithfully what- 
ever came to his knowledge, and his only regret was 
the not having it in his power to celebrate all the glo- 
rious adions he has fince heard of, confined as he was 

by 
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by want of time and the little extent of his work ; it 
was not in his power to fay every thing, but all that he 
has faid is true : adulation would have difgraced a 
work, whofe bafis is the glory of the nation. He was 
fo entirely engroffed by the pleafure of telling the 
truth, that he did not think of fending his work to 
the great perfonages celebrated in it, till h had gont 
through fix editions. 

All who are named therein had not equal opportunities 
of fignalifing themfelves. The colonel, who at the 
head of his regiment waited the order to advance, 
could not do as important fervices as the lieutenant- 
general, who might have given the advice to attack 
the Englifli forces with vigour, and who in confe- 
quence thereof headed the king's houlhold troops 
againft them. But if the great a£Hon of one de- 
ferves to be related, the ardent courage of the other 
fhould by no means be pafled over in filence. One 
receives general praifes for his valour, another is cele- 
brated for fome particular fervice ; the wounds of fome 
are commemorated, the tribute of grief is paid.to the 
death of ethers. 

In this manner the celebrated Monf. DtfpreauxAlA 
juftice to the memory gf thofe, who had been con- 
B 5 cerncd 
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cerned in paffing the Rhine> He cites about twenty 
names ; there are in this poem above fixty, and the 
reader would find four times the number, did the na- 
ture of the work admit of it. 

It would be fomething extraordinary, if whilft 
Homer ; Virgil and Tqffi have defcribed the wounds 
of a thoufand imaginary warriors, a modern poet 
fhould not be allowed the privilege of celebrating thofe 
of real heroes, who laviflied their blood for their king 
and country, amongft whom there were feveral whom 
he had the honour of knowing, and whofe lofs be 
fincerely regrets. 

The fcrupulous attention given to this edition fhould 4 
vouch for the feveral fa£te related in the poem. There 
is not one but what fhould be dear to the nation, and 
to the feveral families interefied in them. Indeed who 
can avoid being fenfibly afFe<£ted in reading the name 
of a fon, a brother, a dear relation, or a friend,, 
killed, wounded, or rifking his life in a battle which, 
will be for ever famous ; who, I fay, can avoid being 
afFe&cd at reading fuch a name in a poem, which > 
weak as it is, has been more than once honoured by 
the perufal of our monarch, and which his majefry 
f/irnitted to he dedicated to him, only becaufe he 
overlooked his ov ^ culogium, in confidcraiion of that 

Of 
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of the officers, who fought and conquered under hi* 
command. 

The author's work (hould rather be looked upon as 
the production of a good citizen than of a poet. He 
did not think it neceflary to adorn this poem with fic- 
tion, efpecially during the firft eagernefe of the pub* 
lie, when the whole attention of Europe was engaged 
by interefting narratives of that viftory purchafed with 
fo much blood. . 

Fiction may embellifli a fubject in itfelf lefs great,- 
lefs interefting, or placed at fuch a diftance as to caufe 
lefs agitation in the mind. Twa& three months after 
| the a&ion that Defpreaux a'mufed himfelf by defcribing 
the paffage over the Rhine ; and that a&ion, brilliant : 
as it was, is not to be compared either for importance 
or danger to a pitched battle gained over an enemy • 
/killed inthe art of war, intrepid and fuperior in num- 
ber, by a . king, who, with his foil, flood expofed.; 
during four hours to the fire of the artillery. . 

The author did not take the liberty of inferting in \ 
his poem fome of thofe fictions, too great a number of . 
which would only weaken the fubject, and render it 
lefe ftriking and animated, till after he had indulged all i 
the firft emotions of zeal, and exerted himfelf to the 
utmoft to praife thafe who had faithfully ferved their 
country upon thisimportan;.oc.cafian > and in this pre- 

v face 
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face he has faid nothing in profe, but what Mr. Addifon 
himfelf has faid in verfe in his celebrated poem upon the 
campaign of Hock/let. It is by no means difficult to re- 
* prefent Fenus, two thoufand years after the war of Troj 9 
Ijeftowing upon her fon /Eneas arms forged by Vulcan* 
which were to render that hero invulnerable. It is 
equally eafy to paint a deity prefenting him with the 
fword, which he was to plunge in the breaft of his 
enemy. The council of the gods may be aflembled, 
and all hell let loofe ; Ale 51 o may pour her poifon into 
the hearts of men, and intoxicate their minds with 
frenzy j but neither the tafte of the age, the fubje& 
^f the poem which is a recent event, or the narrow 
limits to which it is confined, admit of thofe pi&u- 
refque allegories, which are now worn thread-bare by 
the poets. The world fhould excufe a citizen,' deeply 
affe&ed with his fubje&, for giving more fcope to the 
emotions of his heart than the faJlies of his imagina- 
tion i and the author acknowledges that he felt more 
in writing thefe lines, 

Tu meurs, jeune Craon ; que le ciel moins feverc 
Veille fur lestieftins de ton gcnereux frere ! 

than if he had called up the Furies to deprive fome 
youthful warrior of life. 

Divin* 
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Divine agents are neceflary in an epic poem, efpe* 
daily when the heroes of fabulous ages arc intro- 
duced. But here it is the true Jupiter the true Mars, 
a king intrepid in the midft of danger, and who ven» 
tures his life for fubje&s of whom he is the father* 
*Tis he, 'tis his fon, 'tis thofe who conquered under 
his aufpices, that the poet intended,, and that it was 
his duty, to reprefent. Add to this, that the few t 
who have a competent knowledge of our poetry, are 
well aware, that it is much eafier to make heaven* 
earth and hell engage in a battle, than to diftinguifh, 
by juft and fenftbie images, carbineers who carry 
fcrew'd fuzils j grenadiers ; dragoons, who fight both 
on foot and a horfeback ; to mention retrenchments 
raifed in a hurry ; an enemy that advances in a batta- 
lion ; and in a word to fpeak in.verfe of things, which 
have hitherto never been fpoken of except in profe. 

This was the opinion of Mr. Addifon, at once an 
ingenious poet and a judicious critic. In the poem 
by which he has immortalized the campaign of 
HockJIety he has ufed much lefs fi£Uon than has been 
admitted by the author of that upon the battle of 
Fontenoy. He was not ignorant, that the duke of 
Marlborough and prince Eugene would have been but 
little pleafed to fee gods where only the great anions 
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of men fbould be difplayed. He was likewife aware 
that the exploits of antiquity may be heightened by 
invention ; but that thofe of the modems run great 
rifk of being weakened by infipid allegories ; he took 
a much wifer courfe, he interefted all Europe in his 
aftion. 

Thefe fhort poems of three or four hundred lines 
upon the affairs of the prefent age, refemble a tragedy 
in onerefpeft ; the ground- work of them (hould be of 
itfelf interefting, and foreign ornaments are almoft 
always fuperfluous. 

It was judged proper to fpecify the different corps 
that engaged, their arms, their pofts, and the place 
where they attacked the enemy 5 relate that the Englijh 
battalion penetrated to our ranks, and (hew how it 
was routed and broken by the king's houfliold troops, 
the carbineers, the gens d'arms, the Norman regi- 
ment, the Irijh brigade, &c. Had not the author, 
entered into a circumftantial detail of thefe particu- 
lars, in which fo much heroifm was difplayed, the 
battle of Fohtenoy would be in nothing diftinguifhed 
from that of Tolbiac. Monf. Difpreaux y in his poem 
upon the paffage of the Rhine > has the following 
lines : 

Revel 
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Revel les fuit de pres; fous ce chief redoute, 
Marche de cuiraffiers l'efcadron indompte. 

Next Revel follows, under wbofe command 
Follows of cuiraffiers a hardy band. 

The author of the following poem has given a pic- 
turefque defcription of the carbineers, inftead of cal- 
ling them by the ? r name, which is more unharmonious 
than that of cuiraffiers.. It was thought more advife- 
able to chara&erife the feveral provinces of the ge- 
neral officers, than to give in verfe the names of fuch, 
rf that lift as were killed. 

The author has, however, thought proper to call* 
the king's houfhold troops by that name* rather than, 
make ufe of any other term : this name houfhold 
troops, which comprize fo many invincible bodies, 
contains an idea fufficiently great,, without the addi- 
tion of any other figure.. Mr. Addifon himfelf has 
given them no other name.. The rapidity of the ac- 
tion furnifhes another reafon for ufing this term. 

Vous peuple de heros dont la foule s'avance, 
Louis y fon fils, Tetat, V Europe eft en vos mains. 
Maifon du roy, marchcz, &c. 

The 



Digitized by 



The addition of another fyllable would have rendered 
the laft line altogether flat and profaic. 

It was judged proper not to deviate a moment from 
the gravity of the fubjeft. Defpreaux indeed, wri- 
ting of the paffage over the Rhine y pretty nearly in 
the ftyle of his epiftles, has mixed the facetious with 
the heroic i for immediately after the following 
verfes,. 

Un bruit s'epand qu' Enguien & Conde fontpaflez; 
Conde dont le feul nom fait tomber les Murailles,, 
Force les efcadrons et gagne les Botailles, 
Enguien, de fon Hymen, lefeul h digne fruit, &€• 

That Enguien and Condi now are paft; 
The bufy goddefs fame aloud declares 5 

Conde 9 whofe force o'erturns walls built to laft,, 
Whofe uprais'darm all adverfe power o'erbeacs. 
Enguicn> the worthy fon of fuch a fire. 

He proceeds thus : 

Bientot— mais Vurts s'oppofe a Pardeur quem'anime, 
Finiflbns \ il eft terns ; auffi-bien fi la rime 
Alloit, mal a propos, m'engager dans Arnheim, 
Je n'en fai, pour fortir, de porte qu* Hildelbeim. 

Soon 
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Soon — but Wurts quenches my poetic fire. 
Our fong let's finilh let's finifh in good time, 
For if perverfely wicked rhyme 
Should lead the roving mufe to Arnbeim % 
She could not pafs except by Hildejheim. 

Thofe who have wiflied, that the author, in hi3 
narrative poem upon the battle of Fontenoy y had 
adopted fome ftrokes of this familiar ftyle of Boileau y 
feem not to have fufEciently diftinguifhed times and 
places, nor to have duly weighed the difference be- 
tween an epiftle and a work of a more ferious and 
fevere fort. What is graceful in the epiftolary way, 
might be quite the reverie in the heroic. 

It would be improper to fay any thing farther upon 
art and tafte in writing at the head of a work which 
turns upon the mod important interefts, and which 
fcould fill the oiind entirely with ideas of the glory of 
our king and the happinefe of our country. 
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POEM 

UPON THE 

BATTLE of FONTENOY, 

WHAT! could the bard, whofc fara'd fetiric 
lays 

Have gain'd a wreath of never-fading hays * 
His voice, infpir'd by energy divine, 
Parnt delug'd o'er with blood the bank* of Rhine | 
Sing, how her billows, ftruck with horror, fled, 
Whilft her defenders round by thoufands bledj 
How even her god was feiz'd with dire diftaay, 
And to our conquering anceftors gave way ! 

And 
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2 POEM UPON THE 

And when your king in fields with crimfon died, 
Sees inftant death fly round on every fide j 
And from proud Tournay, where with ceafelefs roar* 
His mortal engines urg'd the fiege before. 
Retires fufpending the befieger's rage, 
And takes the field impatient to engage ; 
Whilft his great fon by love of glory led* 
For tented fields forfakes the nuptial bed : 
Great thro' his valour, happy thro* his care* 
Can you, my countrymen, to praife forbear ? 
Behold your monarch deathlefe glory gain, 
Where Fontenoy extends her fpacious plain.. 
Glory and virtue, powers divine attend 
You, who our monarch aid, and who defend £ 
Bellona, goddefs of the dreadful fight, 
Minerva, who in wifdom doft delight, 
Thou ruling paflion of each gen'rous heart,, 
Our countries love* your fuccour now impart ; 
My labouring breaft, oh ! pow'rs divine infpire* 
And fill the poet with a warrior's fire j 
Paint their great actions in a deathlefs page, * 
Such as may live to ev'ry diftant age : 
My foul on fancy's pinions wings her way*. 
The adverfe hofts already I furvey ^ 

Their 
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Their bands I fee with mutual hate engage, 

I fee the battle gldw with tenfold rage ; 

I fee the haughty Saxon there advance, 

• Maurice atnongft us deem'd a fon of France 1 

Hov'ring upon the brink of. endlefs nigljt, 

His foul wasjuft prepar'd to take its flight; 

But he delay'd, he ftopp'd its flying wing, 

He could not unaffifted leave the king : 

One fingle day to. live was his defire, 

Contented after conqueft to expire. 

Propitious heav'n, watch o'er the hero's fate, 

For Lewis's fake and ours prolong his date* 

The French forfaking, + Harcourt joins our hoft, 

Each danger is forefeen, affign'd each poft ; 

Attach'd both to his country and the throne, 

X Noailles, the good of France regards alone. 

The mighty D'eu J, whofe birth from Conde fprings, 

D'eu^ whofe right arm the Gallic lightning wings 5 



• The count de Saxc, marftial of France, being dangeroufly 
ill during the battle, was carried thro" the ranks in a litter, as 
his weaknefs, and the pains he felt, rendered him unable to ride. 
When the king embraced him after the victory, he exprcficd the 
lame fentiments that are afcribed to him here. 

t The duke of Harcourt had invefted Tournay. 

t A marshal of France. 

I Matter of the artillery* 

The 
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§ The chief) for youth remark'd, for valour 
Whofe great exploits the Mayne had feen before : 
Buffler and Luxemburgh untaught to yield, 
Depons, Bavaria haften to the field ; 
The ftroke decifive at their pofts they wait. 
Their men attend with fanguine hope elate : 
* Danoy, who ftill with fortune favour found 
N Berenger for the Rhine's defence renown'd ; 
Chabanes, Colbert, and Gallerande advance, 
Du Chaila, all the hardy chiefs of France ; f 
Thefe, in the filent horrour of the night, 
Wait with impatience for the promised fight. 
Already from the Eaft, the dawn of day 
Upon the colours darts a feeble ray j 
Colours, which various different nations bear, 
That threat'ning death wave proudly in the air. 
The Flemings rul'd by France in time of yore, 
Who then knew plenty which they know no more ; 



§ The duke of Penthievre, who had fignalized himfelf at the 
battle ef Dettingen. 

* Monfieur de Danoy was take* by his nurfe out of a heap of 
dead and dying men, at the battle of Malplaquet, two days after 
it was fought: this is a certain ra&. The fame woman came 
with a paffport, accompanied by a ferjeant of the king's regiment 
in which he was then an officer. * 

t The lieutenant-geneials in their feveral departments. 

The 
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The Dutch to whom the Indies homage pay, 
By induflxy and freedom raised to fway, 
Who long opprefs'd by Auftria's laws fevere, 
Now arm for thofe whofe yoke they could not bear j 
The Hanoverian's conftant, faithful band, 
To combat brave, and prompt to obey command j 
The haughty Auflrians of paft greatnefs vain, 
And the long glories of their Caefar's reign : 
Chief the afpiring nation that with pride, 
Beholds her greatnefs fwell on ev'ry fide ; 
And of the Gallic glory jealous ftill, 
Thinks Europe's balance fubjeft to her will. 
All thefe pour on us eager to engage, 
By hope feduc'd, by hatred fir'd to rage; 
The never conquer'd genius of the ftate, 
Attends Our monarch, and defies their hate ; 
Rous'd by the din of war, the gods repair, 
From rivers, woods, and floods, to fields of air ; 
Doubtful for whom their filver ftream Hull flow, 
And in whofe fertile plains their harvefts grow : 
Fortune difplays a laurel wreath on high, 
And hov'ring near them wings the azure Iky : 
Provok'd that independent of her fway, 
Valour alone (hall win the glorious day. 

Cum- 
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Cumberland, who the Allied fiofts commands, 
To firm array draws out his hardy bands ; 
Not where Scamander flow'd in many a round, 
Under thofe walls in antient fong renown'd. 
Did the great heroes of that famous age, 
Like thefe with order in the field engage ? 
But fuch was Scipio, fuch the chief whofe fate, 
In ruin plung'd the Carthaginian ftate ; 
Skill, equal to their courage, they difplay'd, 
Each to his - rival's worth due homage paid. 
Ruin and death in various forms appear, 
But Lewis' dauntlefs bofom knows no fear. • 
With their rude throats a hundred cannon gave 
The fignal, then march'd forth the fquadron brave ; 
With firm and fpeedy pace, in juft array, 
Towards our ranks they took their hoftile way j 
Before them terror Italics a phantom dire, 
Onward they march, cnviron'd round with fire j 
Thus a thick cloud by winds is born on high, 
Whence light'ning, thunder, and deftruction fly. 
They come, thofe rivals of our monarch's fame, 
More fierce than we, their worth perhaps the fame ; 
Still proud of their exploits in times of yore, 
Bourbons revenge whate'er the Valois bore. 

With 
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With direful {hock the hofts three times engage, 
Thrice change the ground, yet meet whh equal rage, 
The French, whofe fire the leader ftrove to reign, 
With art to prowefs join'd their pofts maintain ; 
The cruel hand of death ftrikes either fide, 
And corrflant carnage fwells the bloody tide. 
By the fword's edge, or by a leaden death, 
Chiefs, foldiers, officers, refign their breadth : 
-Swept by one common fate confufcdly die, 
And m promifcuous heaps expiring lie. 
Their parting groans tranfpierce the wounded air, 
And heaven's vengeance they implore by prayer. 
Grammont for valour, andjbr worth renown'd, 
Cover'd with wounds lies proftrate on the ground j 
^Bleft had he known e'er funk in endlefs night, 
That Lewis was^viflorious in the fight. 
What now avail his titles of command *, 
The warrior's truncheon which once grac'd his hand, 
Honours on which the great in vain prefume, 
With them forgotten in the filent tomb. 
i Craon you fell, may heav'n grown lefs fecure, 
Make yotff brave brothers fete its chiefeft care : 

• He was upon , the point of being created a mauihal of France* 
t Nineteen officers belonging to the regiment of Hainault,were 

either killed or wounded. The prince de Beauveau, brother to 

Craon, afterwards fcrved m Italy. 
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Say much lov'd Longaunay *, what art can fave 
Such worth as thine from an untimely grave ? 
Thofe fons of Mars f, who at their chiefs command, 
Darted like light'ning on the hoftile band ; 
Stopt in their courfe impetuous breathlefs fall, 
Their fpeed o'ertaken by the murd'rous balls ' 
As birds when (hot in many an airy round, 
Defcend and palpitate upon the ground. 
I D'Avray is by a hoftile fabre flain, 
Daubeterre beholds upon th' enfanguin'd plain j 
Clofe by his fide his dauntlefs chiefs expire, 
Vi&ims or to the hoftile fword or fire ; 
W arriors whom Chabrillanr, with Brancus leads, 
How" many Englifli flain appeafe your fhades ? 
Mars, fanguinary God, our thanks we pay, 
That Colbert's noble || race efcap'd that day : 
Ev'n wars fierce God in virtue takes delight, 
Since §Guerchy 'fcapes uninjur'd from the fight : 



* Monfieur de Longaunay, colonel of the nsw grenadiers,' died 
of his wounds after the battle. 

f General officers, Meffis. de Puifigur, de Meniere, de St, 
Sauveur, de St. Qeorge. 

I The dukede Avray, coloaej of the brown ngiment. 

|| M. de Croifly, with his two Tons and his n phew, M. Du- 
pleflis Chatillon, wa6 (lightly wounded. 

§ All the officers of his royal regiment were obliged, by their 
wounds, to quit the field: he alone cfcaped unhurt. 

But 
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But thou, I brave Dachc, what fhall be thy fate ? 
»Tis heav'n's to (horten, or protraft our date. 
Haplefs § Lutteaux, with wounds all cover'd «'er, 
Striving to cure thee, art but tortures more : 
You die in torments, while with ceafelefs pray'r, 
We importune the Gods your life to fpare. 
How many virtues does the tomb devour ! 
How brilliant youth is nipt, e'en in its flower f 
What tears our bloody laurels fhould bedue, 
Conquefts fb dearly bought, how (hould we rue ? 
Thofe valiant leaders perifh in the field, 
Our happy lives each day new pleafures yield j 
Voluptuous eafe and luxury unite, 
To glut our fouls with ev'ry foft delight. 
This Wife our fov'reign purchas'd at the head 
Of arm'd hofts, for this our warriors bled : 
Upon their tombs let's Ifow each fragrant flowY, 
Let's fave their names from black oblivion's power ; 
You who the thunder roll'd, who felt its rage, 
•Thrice honoured chief live in our grateful page. 

\\ M. Dache ('tis geneially written Dapchier) a lieutenant* 
general. 

$ M. de Lutteaoxy a lieutenant -general, who died in the.' 
(brgeon's hands. 

• M. du Brocard. field-raarlhal, and commander of the ar-» 
aiery. 

C 2 h 



Digitized by 



to POEM UPON THE 

Is there a man with heart unfeeling curft, 
Sparing to praife, and prone to think the worft, 
Who led by fordid jealoufy aftray, 
Can envy them the tribute which I pay i 
If there is one whole breaft ne'er learn'd to glow 
At public good, or fed for public woe; 
Who hears this praife with a negle&fiil .car, 
Ungrateful men for Lewis learn to fear ; 
The fiery torrent fpreading as it goes, 
Fed with new fuel, ftill more furious grows ; 
Not winter inundations, fwelPd with rain, 
Not tides impetuous of the roaring main, 
Are half fo rapid in their headlong courfe, 
. Or rufh precipitate with fuch a force, 
As the battalion which in dofe array, 
Againft our adverfe legions took its way ; 
They march'd with fobres brandifh'd o'er their head, 
And cut a paflage thro' the heaps of dead ; 
The god of battle for their fide declar'd, 
Our monarch faw the danger and repair'd. 
His fon, hit only hope— Jov'^ Prince forbear, 
Where do you hafte ? is life not worth your care ? 

Tht 
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The Dauphin's danger only can infpire 
Lewis with dread, the fon- f fears for the fire; 
For both our warriors fear, that fear alone, 
Touches their hearts, all other dreads unknown- 
t Guards of the king, protectors brave of France, 
Nation of heroes who in crouds advance, 
Hade to the feht ; 'tis your's to fix our fate* 
Save Europe, fave the king, the prince, and flate* 
March, houfltold troops, vanquifh without delay, 
§ Your chiefs to certain conqueit lead the way. 
You hardy | veterans, whofe experienced bands 
Lance dtffont death upon the hoftile bands ; 
* Advance, you chofen troops, our army's boaft, 
With balls of fire annoy the adverfe hoft ; 



X The king's guards, tlie gens d'armes, the light horfe, the 
mmlqueteert, commanded by M. de Montrflbn, lieutenant-ge- 
neral, two battalions of the French and Serifs guards, &c. 

§ The prince of Soubife and Monf. de Peguigny are here 
named in the •ngmalj t'ue former undertook to fecond the cotint 
dc la Mark in obftinately defending the poll d 'Anton : he after- 
wards beaded tbe pens d'arme*, whillt M. de Peguigny headed 
the light horfc, whicji contributed not a little to tbe victory. 

H The carbineers, a corps eftabiifhed by Lewis the XlVth ; 
they fire with fcriwed carbines. Every body knows what high 
fraifes the king bellowed upon them in his letter. 

• The horfe grenadiers, commanded by the chevalier de Grille; 
they march at the head of the king's houmold troops. 

f A cannon bail covered a man with dirt who ltood between 
the king and the dauphin;, and a iervant of Monf. D'Argenfbn 
received^ (hot of . a mufquet juft behind them. 

C 3 Squadrons 
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Squadrons of Lewis, crulh thoft haughty foes, 
Courage like your*s they're worthy to oppofe. 
Richlieu, who flies where'er the hofts engage, 
Valiant with knowledge, and with ardour fage, 
Favourite of Love, by Mars to combat taught, 
By wifdom's goddefs to exprefs each thought ; 
* He calls your bands j his foul difcerning knows 
From whence your enemies fuccefs arofe j 
Depending on your valour Richlieu flies,. 
And fliews where you may win the viSor's prize, 
t La Mark, % la Vauguion, chiefs renown'd in fight > 
Valiant Choiftul endu'd with matchlefs might, 
A turf retrenchment's weak defence oppofe- 
Againft the. fury of their warlike foes ; 
Yet thus they ftem the hoftile torrent's force, 
And ftay an army in its headlong courfe. 
D'Argenfon, whom his father's prefence fires, 
Whofe bofom ardent zeal for France infpires ; 



* A minifter of Itate, who during the battle never once quirted 
the king, has uicd this expreflion concerning Monf. de Richlieu t 
// iv as JSio/tf. de Richlieu who gave ibis advice, and carried U 
into execution. 

f The cqunt de la Marck at die poft d'Antoin. 

% M. La Vauguion, Choifeul, Meufe, &c. at the retrench- 
ment railed in a hurry at the village of Fontenoy. Monf. <ftt 
Ci equi was not at that poll, but headed the cat butters, as was 
faid above* 

Struck 
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Struck with the danger of the beft of kings, 
Excited by the 'blood from whence he fprings, 
Attacked three times that formidable band, 
Which like a fiery rampart feem'd to Hand ; 
Stop'd, he undaunted to the charge returns, 
And with redoubl'd rage his bofom burns. 
Thus battering rams with ftrokes redoubled ply'd 
A town, whofe ramparts (hook on every fide. 
That brilliant regiment, well known to fame 
With which fam'd Catinat the foe o'ercame, 
Came, faw, and fought ; the glory they had gain'd, 
More glory ftill acquiring, they maintained. 
Young Caftilmpron, glorious was thy part, 
In tender years you {hewed a manly heart ; 
t Your feeble arm from the ftern Englifli bore 
The bloody ftandard which they took before. 



* Four fquadrons of gens d'armes arrived after a feven hours 
march, and attacked the enemy. 

f A mettlefome horfe had hurried the cornet into the Englifli 
battalion. Monf. de Cattelmoron, who was the{» but fifteen 
years of age, accompanied with four more, went to iretake it in 
the midft of the enemy's camp. Monf. de B^llay commanded 
the fquadrons of gens d'arms 5 he had a horle killed imdes him. 
The lame accident happened to Monf.de Chimenes, whilft he 
was forming a brigade that had been put in diforder. 

C 4 But 
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But Chevrier falls a victim to theix ire, 

And Love with fighs fees Monace expire. 

Ye Englifli, twice Du Guefclin feels your rage* 

Shrink at that name, to you of dire prefage* 

What brilliant hero, 'midft the horrid fray, 

Falls, and then riling, cuts himfelf a way. , 

% Biron, thy anceftors on Ivry's plain 

Thus fought great Henry's empire to maintain 

Such Grillon was in worth and rank fupream, 

Amongft the valiant a diftinguifli'd name : 

Such were Daumonts and Crequi's, chiefs renowa'd i 

The Montmorency's ftill with conqueft crown -d} 

Heroes who brightly {bone in former days,, 

The fons now emulate their father's praifc *. 

Such was Turenne, who in the field of fame 

Was taught by arms to win a deathlefs name, 

Under another || chief of Saxon birth, 

Wbofe conquering arm with terror (hook the earth* 



J The duke of Biron commanded the infantry, when M. de 
Lutteaux was obliged so quit the field on account of his wounds j 
he charged ruecefiively at the head of ahnoft ail ihe brigades. 

* M. de Luxemburg)), M. de Lcigni and M. de Tmgri. 
The duke of Saxe-weimar, under whom the ?jJcount de 
Turenne made his firik campaigns. The prefcM M> de Turenne 
is deftended from that great man. 

When 
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When in another Lewis* glorious days, 

Jtftice and Mars at once confpir'd to raife . 

Gallia to grandeur never known before, 

And make the Auftrian eagle ceafe to (bar. 

Can polifh'd courtiers, ustt to foft delight, 

Thws mfli like lions furious to the fight? 

How grace and valour happily combine ! 

How Boaffiers , Meuze, d'Ayen and Duras (hine ! 

At Lewis' voice intrepid troops advance 5 

Led by their king Jiow great the fons of France ! 

They'll furely conquer headed by their lire, 

No headlong inftinft does his foul infpire ; 

Free from all paffion, he, with mind ferene, 

Can o'er himfelf and over fortune reign ; 

His vigilance can fuffer no furprife, 

No error caft a mift before his eyes ; 

He marches like the cloud-compelling (ire,. 

Hurling at Titans heaven's vindi&ivc fire, 

Whole boifterous rag* he guided by a nod,. 

And in the ftorm with brow unruffled trod. 

He marches thus ; beneath hb hofls the ground 

Groans, and the noife is eccbo'd all around ; 

The ocean roars 5 the Scheld its fountain s head 

AftonHh'd ieeks j with darknefc heaven's o'erfpread. 

C 5 Beneath 
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Beneath a cloud, which with a hideous roar 
From northern caves the winds impetuous bore, 
The Valois' conquerors enrag'd defcend ; 
On you, * great duke, they cry'd, we all depend * 
Rally your hardy legions to the fight, 
Dutchmen, defend your barriers and your right. 
Since peace, you Englifli, fills you with alarms 
Agamft a king who loves it turn your arms * 
Will you his valour as his friendfliip fear? 
?n vain they urge, for Lewis foon draws near. 
Their genius fails, the Englifli lofe the field, 
+ Fiercenefs to valour is conftrain'd to yield. 
The valiant Clare, who heads Hibernia's powers > 
'At once defends his country's caufe and ours. 
X Happy Helvetians, faithful race, and fage* 
With France united during many an age, * 



* The duke of Cumberland. 

+ This reproach of ferocity is It veiled at the fbldiers alone, 
not at the officers, who areas generous as ours. I have been in- 
formed by letter; that when the Englifli battalion filed off frohi 
Fontenoy, many of the foldkrs belonging to that body cried our,, 
no quarter. 

t The regiments of Diefbatch, Bctens, Courten, &c. with 
battalions of the Swifs guards* 

Drawn 
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Drawn up in clofe compared firm array, 

You follow where fierce § Neuftrians lead the way. 

I That Dane, that hero of immortal fame* 

Who from the frozen north to Gallia came, 

Beholds our nation with aftoni&'d eyes, 

When fuddenly he hears a thoufend cries, 

Or die, or to our force fuperior yield, 

Lewis at length has won the bloody field. 

Go, brave *d'JEftree,. the mighty work compleat; 

Go, chain the foes who have efcap'd from fate. 

Let them implore his aid whom they defied, 

To yield to him will fcarce abate their pride f- 

Swift after them thefe rapid warriors ride, . 

Who like the dragon J, formerly their guide, 



§ The Norman regiment, which charged the Englifh battalion 
a iecond time, , at the fime time that the houfhcld troops* the 
gens d'armes, the carbineers, &c. poured down upon it. 

|| M. de Lovendah • 

» The count <TEftree at the head of his divifion> and M.de 
Brionne at' the head of his regiment, had forced the Englifll gfe- 
nadiers fword in hand. 

f Since the reign of S$. I^ewis, no king of France had in per- 
fon defeated the Engijfh in- a pitched battle. ? 

X Some troops of dragoons werefent in purfuit of the enemy s 
that corps was commanded by the duke d* Chevreule, who had 
dittinguilhed himfelf in the.nght at Sahi, where he had received 
feveral wounds The moft probable opinion with regard to the 
etymology of the word 'dragoon is,- that there was the figure of a 
dragoon upon their ftandards in the time of the marmal de BriP- ■ 
fac, who raifed that corps during the wars of Piemont. 
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A re prompt to fight on foot, or urge the fteed 
Agaioft the foe, and noted for their fpeed. 
Thus in Numidia's plains, vthh rapid race, 
Intrepid bands of hunters urge the chace ; 
Acrofs the field the foaming couriers bound, 
They climb the hills, the forefts they furround ; 
The fnares are fpread, the hunters watch with care, 
And balls and pointed javelins pierce the air; 
With wounds the bloody leopard's cover'd o'er, 
Make the wide forefts eccho with their roar $ 
Then to foroe fhady wood's recefs repair, 
To hide their rage, and howl in fecret there. 
Enough our foes as well as friends have bled, 
Too long you walk on mountains of the dead. 
§Noailles, retire with your triumphant bands, 
Marsoverjoy'd fees their victorious hands $ 
Draw to our camp thofe tubes for ruin fram'd* 
"Whole thunder at our heads ft> long was aim'd. 
Come, turn againft the foe their hoftife balls, 
And with them batter Touraay's lofty walla > 



$ The count de Noailles attacked the battalion of Engliih in* 
fantrj with a brigade of hoififr which, afterward* took Uteir ar- 
tillery. 

Tournay* 



Digitized by Google 



BATTLE OF FONTENOY. 

Tournay, the Dutchman's barrier antf retreat, 
I Which was of Gallic monarch* once the feat* 
Tournay fumndecs, tesrots* Ghent irivade, 
Difturb'd and rcfflefc the fifft t Charles's flude. 
With cfifmai cries makes from the town retreat* 
Where he was born to be by conqtieft great. 
He flies, but what beholds the frighted ghofts I 
Thofe fpacious plains aU cover'd by our hoft f 
Routed and broke he fees the Englifli bands, 
Leaving their ftandards in our Jbidieia hands * 
The Dutch in vain retiring from the ftroka, 
Whilft on the ground Ghent's rukr'd ramparts finoke. 
The place that gave the X nr & of Cafe's birth, 
By T^ewis 9 car triumphant crufh'd to earth* 
Thrice happy French, 'tis not your only boaft. 
That to fure eononeft Lewis led your hoft ; 



H Tournay was the principal city bckragmgto the Fftach eroded 

the firft race of their kings. The tomb of Childcric was found 
there. 

• The city of Ghent was furrendered to hts Majefty on the 
11th of July, after Monf. deChaila, at the* head of the brigades 
©f Gil'on and Normandy, the regiment of Graflin, &c. had de- 
feated a body of Englifh. 

f Charles the firth was Horn atTotirnay in the year 15009 om 
the 25th of February. Philip,, arch duke of Auftna, wat his fa* 
ther,and Joan of Caftile heirefs to the cro.vn of Spain, hit mothers 

I Of the modern Cerars, u e, the emperors ot Germany. 

That 
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That bearing death and terror thro 9 the field, 
He could with brow ferene his thunder wield ; 
His greateft triumph is, that, mild as brave, 
He wept the flaughter'd foe he could not fave : 
That viftor, modeft with heroic mind, 
Lavifh in others praife he praife declin'd ; 
- And that he ftrove, at once humane and brave, 
To fnatch the wounded warrior from the grave. 
Thofe mangled captives, by our foldiers born, 
From hungry death's devouring jaws fcarce torn, 
The fury of the battle over, find 
In the mild vi&ors, benefactors kind. 
Oh real greatnefs ! Conqueft ever bleft f 
Can any foe have fuch a ruthlefs breaft, 
Our monarch's royal virtues not to own, 
And wifil to be the fubje& of his throne ? 
The empire foon with peace his arms (hall blefs* 
Germans and Englifh both his worth confefs. . 
Bavaria wondering his exploits furvey'd, 
Andgriev'dat having loft his powerful aid. 
Naples is fafe, and Turin in alarms, 
The kings, his allies, triumph by his arms; 
To Seine from Ebro 'tis by all confeft, 
The firjl of heroes is of kings the bejl. 

Kind 
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Kind heaven our monarch with that title grace, 
Dear to himfelf and to the human, race, 
That prize of virtue, higheft pitch of fame, 
The peace-maker's auguft and holy name; 
And may a life, on which our lives depend, 
Be bleft with eafe, and to late time extend. 
You warriors brave, who emulate your king, 
The hero to his grateful people bring j 
Palms in their hands, your fellow fubje£b burn 
For your long wifh'd for profperous return ; 
Your wives and children, with your paft diftrefs 
And danger terrified, around you prefs. 
They hafte with ardour to your lov'd embrace, 
With tears of joy to bathe each manly face. 
Your wilh'd return no longer then dehy, 
Kind love prepares the prize of worth to pay. 
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EPISTLE* wrote in Anfwer to a Letter, 
with which the King of Prussia honoured 
the Author % upon his Acceffion to the 
Throne. 

BECOME a monarch, doft thou condefcend: 
Still to regard a poet as a friend? 
Juft when that happy morn's aufpicious ray 
To the world promifes fo bright a day ! 
A day that proves thee good as well as great.. 
Doft thou refolve to make my blifs com pleat ?. 
Oh truly royal foul above all pride ! 
By thine my want of greatnefs is fupply'd :: 
Superior to all prepofleffion wealc^ 
The language of the heart you nobly fpealc. 
The generous fentiments your lines exprefs, 
^hew you were born the human race to blefs. 
Bkiftrious prince, whofe virtues we admire, 
Triumphant reign, as you have wrote with fire. 
Continue by thy reign the world to blefs. 
Prevailing vice each king (wears to reprcfs ; 

But 



Digitized by 



EPISTLE, lit. aj 

But you by oaths your facred promife bind. 
Arts to protedt and love the human kind. 
•And thou whofe worth did perfecuted fliine; 
Deem'd atheift, biefs'd with wifdom's lore divine | 
Martyr to reafon* againft whom combin'd 
Fell envy's furious rage with error blind $ 
Return-, who fpeak the truth fear nothing now* 

The crown adorns a philofophic brow. 

That gold amafs'd, the life-blood of each flate» 

Which Aagnafted precipitates their fate ; 

Pour'd out difcreedy by his prudent hafkl, 

Revives and fpread* abundance thro 1 the land* 

He aims not idty to amufe the fight 

With ufelefe foldkrs of gigantic height ; 

Thro' ev*ry clime with care prepoft*rous fought* 

Coloffus'sf of war too dearly bought; 

Courage and ardour ua'd alone to prize* 

He judges not of foWiers by their fuse* 



• Theprofeflbr WoMut, who was pio&cuted as an atheift by 
the divines of the univerfity oi* Hall, banifhed by Frederick the 
Second, made liable to be executed as a criminal if he returned* 
md created chancellor of the ftmt univerfity at the acccfibn or 
Frederick III. 

f One of thefe foidiers, who. went by the name of Little 
John* coft 34000, liyros* 

Thu* 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



24 EPISTLE, ft. 

Thus thinks the juft, the wife thus rules a ftate ; 
But more's requir'd to make man truly great : 
Who does what right and equity ordain, 
Makes but a Irep immortal praife to gain ; 
. The juft is oft auftere, oft fad the wife, 
In other fentixnents true greatnefs lies ; 
The conqueror's dreaded, and efteem'd the fage> 
But benefaflors every heart engage $ 
'Tis not in time their glory to deface, 
Their names renown'd reach every future race. 
What fame to him can great exploits impart, 
Who reigns triumphant in each fubje&'s heart 2 
Trajan not far from, Ganges ftream renown'd, 
In chains the hands of thirty monarchs bound 
And yet from conqueft he derives no fame, 
His goodnefs has immortaliz'd his name.. 
Ne'er for Jerufalem in aflies laid 
Was homage to the name of Titus pai<L 
Belov'd by all men he was truly great. 
Oh you, who fuch bright virtue emulate, 
A virtue more heroic ftill difplay, 
And ne'er like Titus weep to lofe a day.. 
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EPISTLE II. 
To the King of Prussia. 

YOU fcoffers, who fit in the critical chair; 
You witlings malignant, who no man can fp~re; 
Who, proud and loquacious, your ignorance difplay, 
And monarchs prefume in the ballance to weigh ; 
Who in language pedantic, erroneous and vain, 
That a fcholar can ne'er be a hero maintain i 
Ye caitiffs, on heroes and poets fevere, 
Ye cenfors of kings, to Silefia repair. 
Near Neifs fee a hundred battalions defeated ; 
Behold there the chief you fo rudely have treated. 
Tis he, 'tis th.e man, who, with genius profound, 
The circle of art' and fcience went round ; 
Who could the recefles of nature pervade, 
And bigots confound, whofe religion's their trade; 
Who in fmall things as happy as great knows to pleafe, 
At a feaft by politeneis, and freedom, and eafe ; 
' Who knows all things, in all things alike can fucceed, 
Shines in (ports and in fields, and rides Pegafus fteed. 
! Tureane, 
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Turenne, nor Guftavus, nor Sweden's fam'd k'mg^ 
E'er tatted, 'tis true, of fam*d Helicon's fpring. 
But theft heroes untin&ur'd with learned lore, 
Were ne'er for that caufe deemed itluftrious the more* 
So common a greatnefs brave Frederick declines, 
By turns like Achilles and Homer he fliines } 
The Auftrians and dunces alike he confounds, 
And in {arcafm* as much as in proje&s abounds j 
fill* Vienna wkb dread, Rome*& encroachments re* 
firains, 

And like a trite hero fpeaks, writes, fights and reignfc. 
Oh prince fam'd for courage, in talents fa bright, 
fJo longer by daring fill my foul" with affright j 
And with all your wifdom and knowledge reflect 
Cannon balls have for perfons but little refpe<a ; 
And that, fore'd from a tube by explofion, bafe le*<6 
May fweep at a ftroke the mod; fam'd hero's head t 
When its weight ftill incrcas'd by fo rapid a cpurfe,, 
It every moment weseafes in force.. 
What became* then that fpirit, that volatile flame,. 
Sprung from organs of fenfe and a pertthing frame 
That being which vainly would its nature explore* 
Which, lik* fire awhile blazes, and then is no more? 

Then, 
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Then fome furgeon accurft, one of Atropos' train, 
Might diffeft the remains of the brave monarch flain; 
Behold, might he fay, the brain where wus lound 
Such ftore of ideas, fo much fcience profound ; 
That noble heart's fibres might display to the light, 
Which in life all great qualities once did unite $ 
He might cut — but fuch images dire muftjKrt ftain - 
My page, which his praiies ajone fhould contain. 
You deities juft, noble Frederick defend, 
The blifs of mankind does on Frederick depend. 
Livfe, prince, both in peace and in war to do more, 
Than the princes of Europe could e'er do before 5 
For Til prophecy boldly, in time 'twill appear, 
That a ftar half fo bright ne'er adorned the fphere. 
But when you by conqueft on conqucft obtaiad, 
Increafe of your glory and empire have gain'd, 
Forget not the bard, who dar'd once in weak lays 
Your great deeds to prefage, and your virtues to praife ; 
Recoiled that, in fpight of your ft vereign command, 
His friend you have fign'd yourfclf under your hand. 
Farewell, vi£tor, deep vers'd in the ftatefman's fam'd 
art, 

Thirty kingdoms fubdu'd are outweigh'd by a heart* 

EPISTLE 
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FROM the German chief of fuch fame and re- 
nown, 

The brighteft of monarchs that e'er wore a crown, 
For thefe three months paft, a moft tedious long time, 
I have not heard once or in profe or in rhyme : 
My mufe is opprefc'd with a lethargy deep, 
But the din of fierce war will foon roufe her from fleep j 
Surpris'd (he will hear the loud accents of fame, 
Amidft ftern alarms, your valour proclaim, 
With a voice fo fonorous, it cannot be drown'd 
By the thunder of cannons and the trumpet's (hrill 
found. 

This rambling goddefs I fee thro' the "air, 
With poft-hafte from Berliri' to'Paris repair j * 
And Frederick and Lewis's glory refound 
From the north to the fouth, and the r whole world 
round, 

Thoft 
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Thofe names, which the hand of true glory has 
tracM 

In letters of fire, which can ne'er be effac'd ; 
Names which, whilft they united in friendihip re- 
main, 

In concord and peace can all Europe maintain. 
What happy bard then (hall the heavenly mufe, 
Tofing the great deeds of thefe fam'd heroes, chufe? 
What poet (ball ftrive in his well-polifiVd lays, 
The worth of thefe two mighty monarchs to praife? 
You who bear, like Achilles, the lance and the lyre, 
You only can fing your achievements with fire»$ 
Whofe foul genius warms whenever you Write ; 
Who with ardour compofe, as with ardour you fight j 
And write both in verfe and in elegant profe, 
With the fame eafe you take the ftrong towns of your 
foes. 

In happily copying Horace, you thine 
With his gayety, wit, and his graces divine j 
But your mufe, in fome points that come home to man's 
breaft, 

Muft ever to his be fuperior confefk 

The emperor protected the bard in paft days, 

The emperor's felf to protect is your praifi?. 

Son 
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Son of Mas and Calliope, favourite of fame, 
Who add a new luftre to either great name, 
Europe's peace jy your conquering arm maintain, 
And do not to fport with the nrafes difilain ; 
And when your vi&orious legions {hall place 
The throne of the defers on sen unfliaken bafe; 
When the hands'd Hungarians, fecure from alarms, 
Their vineyards (hall prune, unmolefted by* arms ; 
When all nations flull drink the rich wines of To* 

<p»y» 

And the peace-makers fing with hearts jovial and 

Great Frederick to Berlin with (peed ihall repair, 
And the joy of hh triumphs his true fubje&s ihall 
ihare j 

•And by a new opera, of his own writing, 
Him&lf ihall exhibit his achievements in fighting. 
Each author your merit will loudly proclaim, 
For tho' we ftiH envy each rival his fame, 
That bard with applaufe muft by aH men be read, 
By whom an arm'd hoft of ten myriads is led. 
But by merit like your's no fuch aid is required, 
Were you like Homer poor, you'd like him be ad- 
mir'd. N 

Excufe 



Digitized by 



EPISTLE, 



Excufc me then if, by ygur goodnefi excited, 
I oft write you letters in fuch terms indited, 
As (hew that in you 'tis the wit Ifuidrefs, 
Not the monarch whom all men a hero confeft. 
The north, whilft your fquadrons to battle you led, 
In you faw a warriour that fill'd them with dread ; 
But I fee in you, whom I nearly have known, 
The moft amiable king that e'er lit on a throne. 



D 
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EPISTLE IV. 
*To the Duke of Sully. 

GREAT duke, with every talent grac'd, 
With genius, candour, virtue, tafte ; 
Whofe cloudlefs temper, noble heart, 
To pleafure dignity impart; 
Make wifdom lofe its brow fever^ 
And pleafe by an engaging air. 
Til vifit foon your country feat, 
Still to the mufe a lov'd retreat.; 
There I fhall find a high delight, 
To talk, at the approach of night, 
Of mufifc, verfes, lovers flame$ : 
But not a word of Law's deep fchemes f ; 



* Written at Paris, Auguft 18, 17*0. 
f Mr, Law's fyttem, which turned France ttpfy-turvy in 
1710. 

That 
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That fyftem fo much fam'd, by which 

The farmers-general grew rich, 

And did their pelfs, thro* pure good will, 

With all the nation's money fill. 

The fybil thus, / in times of old, 

As in great Maro's page we're toId> 

No other treafure e'er poflefling, 

But the black art and fldll at gueffing, 

Gives to iEneas oaken leaves, 

From him the golden bough' receives. 

Perhaps, with anguifli in my heart, 

I fhortjy (ball the news impart, 

That the old gouty bard is dead, 

Whofe works, like Chapelle's, will be read ; 

Chaulieufball quit this earthly fphere, 

And foon before his judge appear j 

And if a mufe, whofe polifh'd lays 

And numbers fmooth all readers praife, 

Salvation can on fouls beftow, 

He furely will to heaven go. 

The curate came the other day, 

Whilft in the agony he lay, 

And gave, with ceremonious face, 

His paffport to a better place. ; 

D 2 "He 
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He faw his fins wafh'd white as fnow 

By a repentant word or fo, 

And then rcceiv'd, with reverence due, 

That which I need not name to you $ 

He made befides an exhortation, 

Moil highly fuited to th' occafion. 

He pardon aflc'd, and own'd his fault, 

That he too much felfe. glory fought* 

For pride, he candidly confeft, 

Reign'd much too powerful in his breaft. 

Poets are ever flaves to fame, 

They labour for an empty name; 

From vanity, all men agree, 

Preachers and bards arc feldom free. 

Yet his pride can't the world prevent 

So great a poet to lament ; 

His lofs will make Parnaffus groan j ' 

For he was left, and Jeft alone, 

Of all the bards, whofedeathlefsftraia 

ImmortaHz'd great Lewis' reign. 

But in the prefent age, 'tis faid, 

Our youth grown taftelefs and ill-bred, 

Have luxury exchanged for pleafurc, 

And idleness for that &ge Jeifure, 

Vfbkh 
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Which men, with learned eafc content, 
In conftant meditation fpent. 
Genonville, firft of fonneteers, 
Who worthy of that age appears, 
Seems in great hafte to quit the town, 
And to your country feat go down. 
The fyftem has not four'd his fptrit, 
He fiill is amiable, has merit 
Still he has elegance of ftile, 
He ftill can gaily talk and finite ; 
My miftrek charms he has enjoy'd, 
With which I never could be* cloy'd ; 
He makes a jeft of this black treafon* 
And I might angry be with reafon $ 
But in this world, friend with friend. 
For trifles never flaouW contend* 
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EPISTLE V. 
To the Duke d^la Feuillade* 

PRESERVE, my lord* with ceafelefs care,, 
Luxuriant fancy's Tallies rare; 
Pleafantry and true humour too, 
In which all men muft yield to you ; 
Your conftitution boaft no more, 
For none think with you on that fcore. 
A lady, who long fince has known 
Your perfon, a,s it were her own, 
Declares you well may counterfeit ; 
For, tho' your mind's in fpring of wit, 
Tho* earthly part even now appears 
In the full autumn of its years. 
Then governor of high renown 
Farewell ; you rule not o'er a town* 
But o'er a beauty heavenly bright, 
Who charms the heart as well as fight i 

Who 
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Who by her free, licentious fpirit, 
Does honour to her teacher's merit ; 
But pray, leaft Venus fliould depute 
In your place,- fome young fubftitute* 
Leaft flie fhould let fome lufty blade 
. So fine a government invade. 
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EPISTLE VI. 
To Marfhal Villars.* 

,r T^ I S true, I had fome hopc6 of late 
-1- Of tafting, at your country feat, 
^Social enjoyment, fweet repofe ; 
But f Vinache does my views oppofej 
So for a meer quack I negleAed 
A hero by all France refpedted. 
I may offend b^what Pre faid, 
And fhould notfpeak of fear or dread, 
To him who ne'er thought life worth care, 
But inftant death fought every where. 
Do not into a paffion fly, 
And you fhall hear the reafon why. 
You well may rifle your life j but I 
Have no £reat caufe to wifh to die j 



# Written In 1711* 
f An empiric. 

For 
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For Ihould you in your glorious courfe 
Pall by fome ball's refiftlefs force, 
Canvey'd to Pluto's dreary coaft, 
What confolations wait your ghoft ! 
'With tranfport it would hear related, > 
How men your funeral celebrated; 
Mais on th'occafibn had been faid, 
In honour of th' illuftrious dead ; 
And fome dull prelate to the crowd : 
Had trumpeted your praife aloud,* 
In adttcoutfe, not written by him,. 
But bought, or people much bely him... 
Then at St. Denis' church in ftate 
You'd be intcrr'd amongft die great. . 
Out fliould poor I, ,nor great nor brave, , 
With Charon pais the Stygian wave* 
I without pomp would be convey'd ; , 
On 9 rife bier^my body laid* , 
Two priefts would to the church-yard beajy. 
And lay it in fome corner there. . 
My nieces, and my worthy * brother, „ 
Who for Janfenius makes fuch pother, . 

* The author had a brother, trearurr to the chamber of ac* 
compts, who was a bigotted Janfenilt, and who always quarrelled 
with him whenever he fpoke well of the Jcfuits. 

D 5 WoulA. 
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Wou'd laugh to fee me laid m earth $- 
My burial would excite their mirth : 
And all the honour ever paid. 
On earth to my departed {hade* 
Would be feme epitaph fevere, 
Compos'd my menpry to tear* 
From what has then been faid 'tis plain* 
That I fbould longer here remain, 
Thofe deeds of high renown to view* 
Which yet fhall be atchiev'd by you. 
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EPISTLE VII. 



To Madam de G on do in, afterwards 
Countefs of Xoulouse, upon the danger 
ihe had been expofed to in paffing .the 



HILST in a ftorm fuch rifle you run, 



Know you in Sully what was done I 



The waves, faid he, will loon reftore 
The body they o'erwhelm'd before ; 
And then, faid he, will be reveal'd 
To fight what ihe thro* pride conceal'd : . 
ButEfpar, Guiche, laValiere, 
And Sully wept for one fo dear; 
Rouffi did nothing elfe but fwear, . 
The abbe Courtin wip'd a tear * , 



Loire in 1719. 




The rogue Marigni, with a laugh 
Malicious, wrote your epitaph ; 



Perceiviiqj 4 - 
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Perceiving your laft hour draw nigh, 
Devoutly pray'd to the moft high ; 
Between his lips fome prayer he mutter'd, 
And tho' the words he faintly utter'd, 
His voice devoutly in his throat 
Quiver'd with many a thrilling note. 
But what a fight, with glad furprtze, 
.Strikes fuddenly my wondering eyes, 
A thouknd loves on every fide 
• Oppofe the fury of the tide, 
Combat the winds impetuous rage, 
And ftrive their fury to afiwage ; 
I fee them round your veflel fwim, 
The furface of the water fkim ; 
Still ftruggling with the boifterous tide, 
, Your veffel to the fliore they guide. 
Gondoin, the time which love has lent, 
Mud iri love's fervice all be fpent ; 
Love for bimfelf preferv'd your days,. 
And a juft claim he to diem lays. 
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To Monficur G$nonville, occafioncd by a 
Difeafe. 

IM P U T E me not friend, a felf-love lb extreme, 
Like Chaulieu, to make myfelf always my theme? 
But let me thatexquiiike pleafure enjby, 
Of friendly converfe which never can cloy 5 
When thought meets with thought, o'er the lip it 
depart, 

And each utters freely what he feels in his heart. 
You remember, my friend, how my mufe in weak 
lays, 

Whilft yet I was young made fome efforts for praife*. 
You faw calumny vHe, all her fnakes on her creft, 
The fpring of my genius with malice infeft : 
In a horriblfe dungeon unjuftly confin'd, 
Amidft my misfortunes with fpirit refign'd ; 

• Wriaen in the year vj 19^ 

From 
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From evil I learn'd to gather fome good, 
And tfie ftrokes of adverfity bravely withftood ; 
With a conftancy which I could never prefage, 
From the levity common in fo tender an age : 
Why have I not fince been as refolate found ? 
At flighter attacks I have oft given ground. 
How often with tears love has .made my eyes flout, 
Falfe rogue as you are, without doubt you muft know ; 
You, who with an addrefs which muft needs be ad- 
mir'd, 

The pofleffion of what I love moft have apquir 'd ; 
Who feiz'd on my miftrefs, and was not content 
To get her with eafe, and her lover's confent : 
But I lov'd you, falfe friend, notwitbftanding your 
fault, 

I forgot and forgave as a good chriftian ought* ; 
Ah I why do I dwell on ideas long paft ? 
Love once was my blifs, but that blifs could not laft. 
Now a cruel difeafe undermines my whole frame, 
And it fhortly> perhaps, will extinguifh life's flame; 
The fates have, I doubt, almoft fpun out my thread, 
And to all fenfe of pleafure my organs are dead ; 
I feel with furprife that I'm void of defire, 
And my heart glows no' longer with love's vivid fire : 

A 
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A chaos of thought quite perplexes my head, 
My prefent ftate's bad, and the future I dread ; 
To increafe my afflidHon, my memory's employ'd 
On ideas of blifs that can't now be enjoy'd : 
But what ftilt is worfe, I perceive it apace, 
That my mental endowments begin to decreafe ; 
The particle fubtile of heav*nly fire, 
Before my corporeal fraihe does expire :. 
And can this then be th* emanation fo bright, 

, t 

Which flows from the great fource of all mental 
light? 

Which lives when our bodies are laid in the earthy 
With the organs, of fenfe ev'ry mind has its birth ; 
With them it grows up, and with them feels decreafe, 
And (hall its exigence like their's at length ceafe : 
I know not, but I have good hope it will brave 
Death, the ruins of - time, and the jaws of the grave* 
And that an intelligent fuftanCe fo pure, 
The Almighty intended fliould always endure- 
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•EPISTLE IX. 
To the fCountefs of Fontaine-mart^, 



For there I cannot ever wxk v 
Pleafure, the only , real blifs..; 
Sometimes 1 fcold you, I muft own*. 
But for .that freedom ftill atone : . 
When I above the fex extol, 
And own that you are worth them all $ 
In you a fight moft rare we fee, 
A woman from all foibles free j. 



* Written in 173a. 

f The countefs of Fontaine- martel, daughter to the prehdent 
Delbourdaux. She was exactly fuch as (lie is represented here. 
JUFdbility aad pteafure reigned in her houie* 
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You by the charms of wit engage, 
And reafon like an antient fage : 
Your wifdom's not that harpy dire, 
Whom rancour and fell rage infpire* 
Env/s fad lifter, that with eyes 
Malignant, into alt things pries ; 
Who like a hag with ceafelefi rage, 
Rails at the pleafures of the age. 
But that blefs'd wifdom, which with eafe 
The humours of all men can pleafe, 
Which makes life's every moment charm, 
And of its darts can death difarau 
On all fides, madam, you behold 
Beauties, when ugly grown and old, 
Becaufe by lovers they're negle&ed, 
Turn faints at laft to be refpeded. 
But you more knowing, juftly lhun 
The error into which they run ; 
You don't in Virgil's pals the nighty 
In chearful fuppers you delight, 
The pleafing fallies of the mule, 
Inftead of cafuifts you perufe, 
And in the place of Monk ele&, 
Voltaire your confcience to dired j 



Preferring 
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Preferring ftill, as foe to care, 
The opera houfe to houfe of prayer j 
But that which makes my blifs compleaV 
With you, blefs'd freedom, feeks retreat, 
That goddefs bright, whofe brow ferene,. 
And lively eyes all hearts muft gain, 
Whom geftures free, and eafy air, 
Nor prude, nor yet coquet declare $. 
Decent, but not at all demure, 
That can a double fenfe endure, 
And hear thofe words, without a frown, " 
Which make feverer dames look down. 
Her filler goddefs blythe as fair*. 
Heart-eafing mirth inhabits there,] 
Mirth, who in repartee delights, 
Whofe fatyr pleafes, never bites>. 
Who fometimes into ridicule,. 
May turn a blockhead, or a fool, 
And makes the wife in proper place, 
Relax the mufcles of his face* 
On you may heaven its gifts beftow^ 
And make completely blefs'd below, 
One who even in her life's decline, 
Does others in its fpring outflxine. 

EPI 
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Written from Plombierbs to Mr. Pallu» 
Intcndint of Lyons. 

FR O M the bottom of that ftony cavern I write, 
Which lies between two craggy mountains vaft 
height j 

Where the fky is ftill black, and with clouds overcaft, 
And thunders oft burft midft the tempefts rude blaft | 
Clofe to a hot bath, which ftill boils up and fmoaks, 
Where crowds of the lick aro brought wrapt up ia 
cloaks | 

Where the fplenetic mortal, diforder'd in brain, 
Talks of his difeafe in the medical ftrain, 
Bathes himfelf and befmoaks, and in hopes of a cure,. 
Can exquifite tortures with patience endure* 
From this cavern, to which hags in crowds each day 
repair, 

And expe£t to become once more youthful and fair ; 
• Written in 171^ ^ 



Digitized by 



So EPISTLE, 

Of virgins a few, a great number who fain. 

Their virginity loft many years would regain ; 

Where their health to recover, or led by meer fancy. 

Old cits in the ftage coach come often from Nancy; 

And of Commercy monks, a mod numerous train, 

Who appear from their manners the fons of Lorraine. 

From this place, where languor and fpleen ftill refort, 

By letter at Paris I 'make my report : 

Tho' Phoebus forfakes and infpires me no more, 

The aid of the graces and loves I implore ; 

I will frankly own they fcarce know me by fight, 

But it is to the learned Pallu I write : 

Alcibiades * too his injunction has laid, 

Who at court fo much grace and fuch talents difplayM, 

Gay, generous, and brave, but prone ftilf to changing* 

From beauty to beauty dapricioufly ranging ; 

Who, like Cupid, pofleffes the dangerous art, ' 

Of foducing by gentle perfttafion each heart r 

Cur'd by length of time, or by fome ferious paffion, 

Of falfehood, a vice that's fo much in the faihion ? 

In love he appears to have turnM out of late,. 

A model in every refpeeT: quite compleat j 



* The duke of Richelieu, 

Who 
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Vho fuch an extraordinary change brought about, 

^et me guefs e'er fo long I can never find out ; 

tut illustrious fair one, the pow'r of your eyes 

luft furely be great to have won fuch a prize : 

eradventure fome women a choice might have made, 

)f a cleverer and a more promifing blade. 

ro Hercules liker in finew and bone, 

Ake Celadon to the foft paffion more prone $ 

Jut thro' the whole world cou'd flie ever find 

)ne worthier of love amongft all human kind ? 

r or where, deareft madam, can you e'er hope to meet, 

Dne that's like him, a friend, both referv'd and difcreet ? 

!n whom the old courtier's politenefs refin'd, 

With the graces and fprightlinefs of youth is combined, 

Whofe converfe all mortals muft equally pleafe, 

With vivacity mixing an elegant eafe ; . 

Whofe nat*ral vein of true humour and wit, 

Muft the tafte of all ranks and all genius's fit : 

And does he not merit the praife of the nation, 

Who after three whole years of negotiation, 

That formality proud, and thofe airs ne'er contracted, 

Which envoys aflume when affairs are tranta&ed ? 

In this pi&ure faithful from {latt'ry free, 

Muft not every eye Alcibiades fee ? 

EPISTLE 



Digitized by GOQ fflC 



( s* ) 



EPISTLE XII. 

To Monfieur de Formont, with the Works 
of Descartes and Mallebranche. 

SWEET bard, who with reafon can ryhme re* 
concile, 

Philofopher bleft with the graces of ftyle; 
Your works Epicurus and Apollo infpire, 
One teaches to reafon, one fills you with fire : 
I renounce fam'd Mallebranche, and his learned lumber* 
Such a dreamer obfeure only teaches to (lumber. 
Of pure fpirit, 'tis true, he has made a great pother, 
But in fa& underftands it no more than another ; 
And what he aflerts without doubt is too bold, 
That with God in his glory we converfe may hold i 
Nor can Defcartes vifion, romantic and vain, 
A much greater degree of my credit obtain j 
His new law affords but a faint ray of light, 
Inftcad of affifting he dazzles our fight. 

' ' Thro' 
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bro* all nature's works, fo obfcurc and fo dark, 
i here and there ftrikes out a glittering fpark ; 
ar fore-fathers errors he gravely refutes, 
id in their room others as great fubftitutes : 
bus from the Aove-houfe of Ms prolific brain, 
1th air moft important, and labour moil vault 
aterials be takes a new fyftan to ibife,' 
(kill equal to his even Bridoye difplays. 
ri-ewell my dear friend, I to Sylvia repair, 
a hours converfatton with the young and the fait% 
ore compleat fatisfadion imparts to my mind, 
ban in any philofopher's fyftem I find, 
it tho* I'm enraptur'd with her charms divine, 
nuft own I to queftion her faith much incline* 
it I ardently love her, and will always be blind 
o her ev'ry fault while fhe fhews herfelf kind* 
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EPISTLE XII!* 
To Monficur Hbnavt, the Prcfidcnt. 

YO U who the errors have reform'd, 
By which chronology's defbrm'd ; 
Who wand'ring thro 9 poetic ground, 
Gather^ the faireft flowers you found ; 
Who couldft fegacioufly explore 
The depths of philofophic lore, 
And have not mifemploy'd your Icifure, 
For all th' allurements of foft pleafure : 
Henaut, I beg thee to impart, 
The fccret or the magic art; 
By which with glory crown'd you quell, 
The rage of envy, monfter fell ; 
Whilft I, piacM in a lower fphere, 
Whom cdvy never lhould come near j 



• Written at LwktMc, ©odwttb of November, 1741. 
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The fury fee where'er I tread* 

Pour all her poifons on my bead : 

We fhould not eagerly feek fame, 

I weakly ftrove to fix my name* 

On memory's temple walls, whilft you 

Wifely from fools and noife withdrew : 

I laboured glory to fecure, 

You fhun'd her, but you made her ftu* • 

An oak with leafy honours crown 'd, 

May reign o'er all the trees around % 

To all its boughs is honour paid, 

Men dance beneath the facred ihade : 

But fhou'd a blade of gnus be feen* 

To rife o'er others on the green ; 

Its trifling height,offend$ each eye, 

Men tear it up and throw it by, 

I pity the poor author's fate, 

Whom all men envy, fcorn, or hate j 

The author who defires repofe, 

Muft (hun all others as his foes ; 

Montagne, who could each reader pleafe, 

By depth of reafon, chearful eafe, 

Retiring to his antient feat, 

From critic malice made retreat $ 

£ Doubting 
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Doubting of all things, laugh'd at fools, 

Who argue gravely in the fchools : 

But when his pupil Charon fam'd, 

With method and referve declaim'd. 

And lectures upon wifdom gave, 

Like a profeflbr learn'd and graven 

He narrowly efcap'd his fate, 

Purfu'd by theologic hate ; 

Upon occafion, time, and place, 

Depend your glory or difgrace; 

One day by all your idoliz'd, 

The next infulted and defpis'd. 

Capricious Greece in former days, 
To Pyrrho did a ftatue raife, 
Whilft Socrates, who fpoke fo weH, 
A martyr to right reafon fell ; 
Thrice happy, who to all unknown, 
Lives ufeful to iumfelf alone. 
By friendlhip only man is blefs'd, 
But envious rivals break his reft ; 
Glory at reft cannot remain, 
And wit is the poffeffor's bane : 
'Tis often like a wanton wife, 
A torment of the owner's life ; 

TJ* 
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The wife muft have her gallant flill, 
Let the good man fay what he will : 
A welcome all that -offer find, 
To every other man (he's kind. 
Thus fhe by others is enjoy'd,- 
The hulband's by pofleffion cloy'd ; 
But let us change a note, fo fad, 
Is then to pleafe a lot fo bad ; 
Envy's a neceflary ill, 
It fpurs us on to virtue ftill ; 
The noble foul in virtue's courie, 
Is hereby urg'd with double force* 
Hence Hercules acquired a name, 
And Maro Maeviqs urg'd to fame: 
For vain difcourfe what need I care, 
It panes like the idle air ; . 
I live thrice happy in this court, 
Where broils and trouble ne'er refort, 
No jealous cares e'er give me pain, 
The monarch has no courtly train j 
With Bcufflers and Emilia fair, 
Living I'm blefsM beyond compare : 
Their converfe fills me with delight, 
Then I may envy well excite. 

E 2 TV- 
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THE 

TEMPLE op TASTE*. 



TH AT cardinal o'er all the realm 
Rever'd, not he who holds the helm, 
But he who o'er Parnaflus reigns, 
Renown'd for his harmonious (bains \ 
The patron whom all bards refpeft, 
Who can inftrufk diem and protect, 
Whofe eloquence we all admire, 
Who with a true poetic fire, 
In Latin verfe can reafon right, 
Plato with Virgil can unite, 
Who vindicates h%h heaven to man, 
And quite fubverte Lucretius's plan f. 

' 1 That 



& * This work was compofed in 17 %u Several editions of k 
have been publiihed j but that of which we here give a tranflation, 
is by all means the beft and joaoft corneft. 
t The cardinal Polignac wrote a Latin poem againft Lucretius. 
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That cardinal, whom every one mult know by thi» 
pt&ure, defired me one day to accompany him to the 
Temple of Tafte. 'Tis a place, faid he, which re- 
fembles the Temple of FriendQnp, which every body 
ipeaks off, which few vifit, and which moft of thofe 
who travel to it, have never thoroughly examined, 

I anfwerM frankly, I muft own, 

To me tafte's laws are little known, 

To favour you that God inclines, 

tk to your hands the keys coniigns ; 

You are his vicar here deputed, 

And o'er his church Pope conftitutcS. 

In furious fret all Rome may rage, 

And rave at this my honefl: page ; 

But there's a difference very plain, 

*Twixt you and Rome's Pope, 1*11 maintain j. 

For Sorbonne's doctors aU aver 

God's vicar upon earth may err : 

mm ii 11 m mm i—ini«i« i — — i— w^mmm* ipiii m » i|— 11 r 

No man of learning k unacquainted with theft lines at the 
opening of it. / 

Pieiidum fi forte leapt auftera canentee, 
Deficit, eloquio victi re vincimus ipia. 

Tho* in poetic grace onr line* may iaU, 
By folid argument wa. muft prevail. 

£ 3 &U* 
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But when I hear you reafbn ftrong, 
I think you can't be in the wrong ; - 
So juft your reafoning, wit fo bright, 
You feem infallible outright. 

Ah, replied he, at Rome infallibility is confined to 
things which men do not comprehend : in the Temple 
tf Tafte, it concerns what all think they underftand* 
You mud pofitively come with me. But, continued 
I, if you carry me with you, I will make it my public 
boaft. 

I (hill be importun'd I'm fure, 
Tp write a volume on this tour : 
Voltaire's account (hall be at beft, 
But a fliort narrative in jeft. 
But town and court will, , without fail, 
Loudly at the relation rail j 
The court will murmur, and the town 
Will, as a fibber, run me dpwn ; 
As one who talks with ferious air 
Of places, when he ne'er was there, * 
And readers better to engage, 
Tells a flat lie in ev'ry page. 
. ^ „ However, 
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However, as we fhould never refufe ourfelves an in- 
nocent pleafure, for fear others fliould think ill of us, 
I followed the guide who did me the honour to be my 
condudor- 



Abbe with tafte and genius fraught, 
With us the facred fiirine you faught;, 
You, who with fage enlighten'd mind,, 
At once both knowing and refin'd, 
Have, by example, ftiewn the way 
Which we may take, nor fear to ftray, 
When in purfuit of tafte we go, 
That God which wits fo feldom know. 

In our journey we had many difficulties to en- 
counter. We firft. of all met with Meflrs. Baldus, 
Scioppius, LecicocrafTus, Scriblerius, and a crowd of 
commentators, who made it their bufmefs to reftore 
paiTages, and compile volumes upon a word which 
they did not underftand. 



6a the TEMPLE or TASTE. 

* Dacier, f Sahnafius the profound, 
With learned lumber ftor'd I found ; 
Their faces wan, their fire quite fpertt, 
With 'poring o'er Greek authors bent. 
Soon as the fquaUd troop I fpied, 
I rais'd my voice, and to them cry'd, 
To Tafte's fam'd Temple do you bend £ 
No, fir, we no fuch thing intend* 
What others have with care exprefc'd, 
With accuracy we digeft, 



# Dacier was a man of great learning. He was perfectly 
acquainted with every thing in ancient authors, except their 
grace and elegance. His commentaries are replete with erudi- 
tion, but deftirute of tafte. He has tranflated the meff refmed 
ftrekes of Horace like a pedant. When Horace (ays to his mif- 
treft, '« Miferi qurbus intemata nitw," Dacier translates tft% 
paflage, " Wretched are they who fuffer themiWvas to be allured 

by the calm, without knowing you.*' He tranfia&s, " Nunc 
«« elt tetwnduni* nunc pede libero pnttandi. tellntt." . " Now: b 
" the time to drinic and dance till we are tired, without being 
«« under any apprehenftons.** " Mox juniores-quserit adulterot. 
He tranflates thus, " They are no fooner married, but ihey look 
" out for new gallants." But tha* he has disfigored Horace, 
and tho* his notes (hew him to be a man of much learning, but 
little genius, his work abounds with uleful refeaxches, and his id- 
duftry is highly commendable, 

•f- Salmalms is a learned author, whom nobody reads. He 
begins his defence of Charles ^1. in this manner ; The Englifh, 
' who play at tennis with the heads- of kings, who play bowls with 
crowns, and who ule fccptres as (b many bauble*. 

Oft 
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On others thoughts we fpend our ink, 
But we for our part never think. 

After this ingenuous confeffion, thefe gentlemen 
would have had us read fome paflages of Di&ys, of 
Crete, and Metrodorus of Lampfachus, which Sea* 
liger had fpoiled; We thanked them for their kind 
offer, and continued' our journey. We had not 
walked a hundred fteps, when we met a perfon fur- 
jounded with painters, architects, carvers, gilders, 
pretended connoifleurs, and flatterers* They turned 
their backs to the Temple of Taftc. 

. With air important, pride repos'd, . 
His face with gravity compos'd, 
And Craffus fnoaring, cry'd, I've (lore 
Of gold, of wit and genius more : 
With tafte, fir, I am amply fraught, . 
I know all things, yet ne'e* was taught ; 

- I'm IkilPd in council" and affairs, 
In fpight of tempefts and corfairs ; 
My veffel fafe to port I've brought, 
With pyrates, and with winds I've fought, 

£ 5 A 
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A palace, therefore, I fhall raife, 
Which ev*ry man of tafte will praife, 
Where ev'ry art fhall be difplay'd, 
Which fhall with wonder be furvey'd : 
The money's ready, no delay, 
He faid and flept, they all obey : 
This is no fooner faid than done, 
To labour all the workmen run. 
To a Vitruvius pride ere&s 
One of our modern archite&s, 
Refolving to do fomething new, 
A plan too much adorn'd he drew ; 
No porch or front the pile could fliew, 
But your eye meets an endlefs Rqw, 
Your walls not thick, your clofets great, 
Your Salon without depth compleat ; 
Windows ^ach one of which appears, 
Like a church, door and little peers ; 
Gilt, wainfcoated, and painted white, 
It fhall with wonder ftrike the fight. 
Wake, fir, a painter cry'd aloud, 
Be to my art juft praife allow'd $ 
The fkill of Raphael ne'er was fuch, 
He had not half fo foft a touch. 
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To nature I can give new graces 
And cover all the cielings fpace, 
With various figures, which the fight 
Beholds at diftance with delight. 
Craflus awaking, took the plan, 
And to examine it began : 
Having at length the whole infpecle4 > 
At random he its faults corre&ed % 
Then glafs in hand a connoiffeur 
Said, look upon this p&ure, fir - 
Buy it, fir, 'twill your chapel grace, 
God in his g!oty fuiu the p!ace ; 
The tafie alone's enough to fiiew, 
That 'tis the work cf farr/d Vatju 
Mean time a bookfellcrr, a chtai, 
Whom wits are often fore'd to treat, 
Opens tomes which the works contains, 
Of Gacon, Noble, Destbnuines , 
MifceiUnies of journals :lore, 
My lord begins to read and fn v . 



I thought we ffiobH meet with no farther delay, but 
that we (hould 'approach the Temple without en- 
countering any other difficulty $ but the journey is 
more dangerous than ^imagined. We loon after fell 
'nto a new ambufcarta 

Thus m the path which to falvation 
Leads, Devotees meet much temptation; 
And with the devH oft contend. 
Before thejr reach their journey's end. 

This was a concert given by a gentleman of the* 
long robe, infatuated wkh mufic, which he never 
learned, and chiefly wkh the Italian mufic, which he 
had no knowledge of, but from fome indifferent airs 
which were never heard at Rome, and which are very 
badly fung in France by fome girls belonging to the 
opera* 

He then caufed a long French recitative, fet to 
mufic by an Italian, who did not underftand our lan- 
guage, to be performed. It was to no purpofe to re- 
monftrate to him, that as this fort of mufic is nothing 
more than noted declamation, it is of confequenct, 
fijbje&ed to the genius of the language 3 and that no- 
thing 
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nothing can fcfr as ridiculous as French feenes fimg in 
the Italian tafte, but Italian ones fimg ta the French 
tafte. 

Nature ingenious, fertile* wile, 
Earth with gifts various beautifies* 
She fpeaks to all in language tit, 
They differ both in tongue and wk ; 
Their tone, their voices fuit ; each note 
Is by the hand of nature wrote * 
And every difference muft appear 
To a refinM, juicioas ear. 
MuHc to charm in France, the tone 
Of France muft imitate alone. 
Lully could to our tafte de&end, 
Not ftrive to alter but amend. 

No fooner were theft judicious remarks made, but 
the pretended connoiflcur, making his head, cried, 
come, come, you (hall foon fee fomething new. We 
could not refufe t6 enter, and immediately after the 
concert began. 

The rivals then of Lully's fame, 
Their tafte and fkill in art the feme* 

French 
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French' verfe moft diflbnantly play M . 
With the Italian. mufic's aid : ; 
A lady, with diftorted eyes*. 
m Aded a thoufand extafies. 
A coxcomb, of bis drcfs quite vain, 
Quaver'd and thYill'd a frantic ftrain, 
And beat time fidfe, which made them foon 
All equally play out of tune. 

We kftthe place as fall as we could, and we did : 
not arrive at the temple of Tafte, till after. ^pe hatt; 
met with many adventures jof this kind- : 

On balls firm, in antient days, . 
Greece did this famous temple raife : . 
The building, with revolving years . 
Increas'd, to menace heaven appears.. 
The world, upon its altars laid, t 
Incenfe and adoration paid: . 
T t o own the power Rome long delay \1,\ 
At length to tafte (he homage paid. . 
The Turk, a more inveterate foe, , 
In duft the edifice laid low. 
The ruins, by the Goths negle&ed, , 
Were all in Italy colle&ed. . 

Soon,* 
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Soon the firft Francis, nobly bold, 
Rais'd a new temple like the old j. 
But his pofterity dcfpis'd 
An architecture once fo priz'd.. 
Next Richlieu made it all his care 
Th' abandoned temple to repair*. 
Lewis adorn'd the facred Quins* 
Colbert invited all the nine ; 
Each, art, in which the wife excel,. . 
Beneath the temple's roof to dwell; 
By this the firft fhrine was furpa&'d,' 
But much I doubt it will not laft.. 
Here might I in defcriptive verfe 
The beauties of the flirine rehearfe ; 
But let us not, to fihew our (kill in 
Defcription, fimply write for filling 
Let us prolixity avoids 
By which Felibien's reader's cloy'd ; 
Whilft he each trifle to explain, 
Launches into rhetoric ftrain* 
This noble buildings not difgrae'd i 
With heaps of rubbifh round it plac'd; , 
For, thus our fires, but little (kill'd, 
Their Qothic ftru&ures us'd to build. 
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The Ihrine from all the fault s we fee, 
In Verfailles Chapelle fam'd is free ; 
That gewgaw, which ftrikes vulgar eyes, 
But which all men of tafte defptfe. 

It is much eafier to give a negative than a pofitive 
idea of this temple. To avoid fo difficult an attempt 
I fliall only add, 

The ftruflure's of a fimple tafte» 

Each ornament is juftly plac'd.; 

The whole's arranged with fo much care, . 

Art feems to copy nuture there ; 

The beauteous ftruSui* fills the fight, 

Not with furprtze, but with delight. 

The temple was furrounded with a crowd of vir~ 
tuofbs, artifts and connoifleurs of various kinds, who 
endeavoured to enter, but did not fiicceed. , 

For criticifm, fevere and juft, 

Still flood before that ihrine auguft, 

Repelling all the efforts rude 

Of Gotljs, who would ih crowds intrude* 

How 
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How many men of quality, how many perfbns in 
high vogue with the public, who dictate fo impe- 
rioufly to little dubs, are refiifed admittance into that 
temple ! 

There the cabals of wits no more 
Have the fame power they had before; 
When they could make an audience praift 
Pradon's and * Scuderi's wretched lays, 
. And- think their writings did excel 
Thofe of Racine and great Corneille. 

The obfcure enemies of all-fhining merit, thofe 
infe&s of fociety, which are taken notice of only be- 
caufe they bite, were repelled with equal rudenefs* 
Thefe would have envied the great Coade the gjory 
he acquired at Rocroy, and Villars the reputation he 



# Scuderi was, as well he might, the declared enemy ef Cor* 
neille. He had a party, which greatly preferred him to that fa- 
ther ef >he ftage. There is ftHl extant a wretched book of Sarra. 
*in, written to prove, that a certain piece of Scuderi's, entitled. 
Tyrannic Love, is the beft dramatic Piece in'' the French lan- 
guage. This Scuderi boafted, that four door-keepers were killed 
when one of his pieces were reprefented, and faid he would 
neve* yield to Comei lie till there w,ere five door-keepers killed 
at the representation of the Cid or the Horatii. fa to Pradon, it 
is well known, that his phedra was at firft much more favourably 
liceived than that of Racine j and that it required a confideiabU 
time to make the influence of a party give way to merit* 

gained' 
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gained at Denain, as much as they envied Corneille 
tor having written Polieudte. They would have af- 
feflinated Le Brun for having painted the family of 
Darius j and they in fail forced Le Moine to lay vio- 
lent hands upon himfelf for having painted the admi- 
rable Salon of Hercules. They always hold in their 
hands a bowl of aconite, like that which men of thr 
fame chara&er caufed Socrates to drink. 

Pride mixing with envy in odious embrace*. 
Gave birth to this curs'd and deteftable race* 
Sufpicion, felf intereft, malignant detradion* 
And of devotees a nioft dangerous faction,. 
Thefe often in fecret confederacy combine, 
And to the cabal ope the gates of the fhrine. 
There a Midas's eyes they impofe on with ea(e, 
Knaves yield them Cipport, and fools glut them. 
withprai&$- 

. True merit indignant a fad filence keeps ; 

' Time alone wipes his tears, whilft in fecret he 
weeps, 

I . ■ ' 

Thefe perfecuting wretches fled asfoonas thejp-few 
my two guides. Their precipitate flight was followed. 

; ' " . . ' "... ' b X , 
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by (bmething of a more diverting nature : this was a 
crowd of writers of every rank, age and condition, 
who fcratched at the door, and begged of Criticifm 
to permit them to enter. One brought with him a 
mathematical romance, another a fpeech made before 
the academy ; one had juft comppfed a metaphyseal 
CGmedy ; another held in his hand a poetical mifcel- 
lany long fince printed, with a long approbation and a 
* privilege ; another prefented a mandate wrote in an 
affedted and over-refined ftyle, and was furprifed to 
find, tha,t all preftnt laughed inftead of aflcing hi' 
bleffing. I am the reverend father — faid one ; mak« 
room for my lord, faid another* 

A prating fir, with voice acute, 
Cries, Fin the judge of each difpute, 
I argue, contradi&and prate, 
What others like I'm fure to hate. 
Then Criticifm appearing, cry*d^ 
Your merit is by none deny'd j 



* Many bad book* have been printed with approbations replete, 
with praife** 

Bui 
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But fincc Taftc's godhead you reje&, 

Do not to enter here expefl. 
Bardou then cried out, the world's in an error, and 
will always continue fo there's no god of Tafte, and 
1*11 prove it thus : then he laid down a proportion, 
divided and lubdivided it ; but nobody liftened, and a 
greater multitude than ever crowded to the gate* 

Amidft the various coxcombs chac'd 
By judgment from the Ihrine of Tafte, . 
La Motte * Houdard amongft the reft 
Approached, and words like thefe addreft; 
Receive my CEdipus in profe ; 
Roughly, 'tis true, I verfe compofe : 
I muft with Boileau hold converie,. 
And rail agaiaft all forts of verfe, 



• Houdard La Wbtte hv wrote an OEdlpus in profe, and 
another in verfe. As for his OEdipus in prole, nobody could 
ever bear to read it: His OEdipus in verfe was acted three; times* 
It was- printed with his other dramatic works ; and the. author 
took care to prefix to it an advertifement, importing, that the 
performance of it was interrupted during the moft extraordinary 
fuccefs. This author compofed feveral works, which are very 
much efteemed, dime fine odes, pretty operas, and diffitrtations ex- 
tremely well wrote. 

CriticUbt 
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CriticHm knew him by his gentle deportmeiit and 
the roughnels of the two htft lines, and (he left him 
awhile between Perrault and Chapelain, who had laid 
a fifty years fiege to the temple, and constantly ex- 
claimed againft Virgil. 

At that very moment there arrived another verfifier* 
fupported by two little fatires, and crowned with laurels 
and thifUes. 

$ I come hither to laugh, to fport and to play, 
-And make merry, faid he, till the dawn of the 
day. 

What's this I hear? faid Criticifin. 'Tis I, an* 
fwered the rhymer ; I am juft come from Germany to 
vifit you, and I have chofen the fpring of the year to 
travel in* 

Spring, the feafon ia which the young Zephyrs 
4 diffolvt 

I The bark of the floods, and to fluid refolve. 



$ A couplet of Roufleau's. 
4 Lists of IUtfficAU*t. 

Tfe 
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The more he fpoke in this ftyle, the left was Criti- 
cifm difpofed to open the door to him. What, faid 
he, am I then taken for 

§ A frog, who from his narrow throat 
Still utters, in difcordant note, 
Boekekex, roax, roax? 

Heavens, cried Criticifm, what horrible jargon is 
this ! She could not immediately guefs who the perfon 
was that expreffed himfelf in this manner. She was 
Cold it was Roufleau, and that the Mufes had altered 
his voice as a punifhment for his mifdeeds. Sjie could 
not believe it, and refufed to open the door. He 
blufhed, and cried out, 

A rigour fo extream abate, 
I come to feek Marot my mate ; 
Like him, ill luck I had awhile, 
But Phcebus now does on me fmile ; 
I'm Roufleau, and to you well known J 
Here's verfes againft fam'd || Bignon, 



$ Verfes of Rouflfeau's. 

jj A privy counfellor 5 a man whofe merit was acknowledged 
* all over Europe. Roufleau had wrote ibme bad Verfes againft 
him. 

O thou, 
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© thou, who always didft infpirc 
My bofom with thy facrcd fire, 
Kind Criticifm a welcome gire 
To one, who elfewhere cannot live. 

Criticifm upon hearing thefe words, opea'd the door 
again and fpoke thus; 

Roufleau/ my temper tetter know, 
I'm juft, and ne'er with gall overflow; 
Unlike that fury, whofe fell rage 
Suggefted thy malicious page j 
Who pour*d her poifon in your heart, 
. And arm'd you with the deadly dart. 
The calumnies you ftrove to fpread, 
Drew Themis* vengeance on your head j 
Your mufe was into banifhment § 
For certain wicked couplets fent. 



§ *Tis univerfally known* that Roufleau was condemned to 
make an amende honourable, and banifhed for life, on account 
of certain infamous verfes, which he wrote again It his friends, 
and laid to the charge of M >nf. Sam in of the French academy. 
The papers relating to this fuit have been prefcrved by the curious. 
Roufleau's cafe is faid to be extremely ill wrote -5 that of Mr. 
Saurin is a matierpiece of genius and eloquence. RouflTeau when 
in exile broke with his patrons, and perfifted to declaim without 
<efFe$ againft all, whofe writings were an honour to France, as 
Mrs. de Fontenelie, Crebillon, Deibuche, Oubos, &c. 

And 
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And for a wretched, ill-wrote cafe, 
Which added to your dire difgraoe ; 
But Phoebus quickly did ^Uriue 
Your malice with the vengeance due; 
Your foul of genius he depriv'd, 
Genius which you from him deriv'd ; 
Of harmony he robb'd your lays, 
Which by that only merit praife j 
Yet you the fcribling itch retain, 
Whilft Phoebus difavows each ftrafn. 

Griticifm, after having given this advice, adjudged* 
that Rouffeau Ihould take place of La Motte as a ver- 
fifier ; but that La Motte fliould have the precedence, 
whenever genius or understanding were the fubje&s 
of difpute. 

Thefe two meh, fo different from each other, had 
not walked four fteps, when the one turned pale with 
rage, and the other leapt with joy, at the fight of a 
man, who had been a long time in the temple, fome* 
times in one place, and fometimes in another. 

This was the learned Fontenelle, 
Who could in all the arts excel, 

An* 
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And on each branch of fcience threw 
A light that pleasM, becaufe 'twas new* 
He from a planet came poft-hafte 
Back to the facred fhrine of tafle ; 
Reafon'd with Mairan, with Quinaulc 
Trifled away an hour or fo ; 
And managed with an equal (kill 
The lyre, the compafs and the quill. 

What, cried Roufleau, fhall I fee that man here, 
that man againft whom. I have wrote fo many epi- 
grams? What (hall Tafte fuffer in her temple the au- 
thor of the chevalier D'Her's letters, of an autumnal, 
pajjion, of moon- lights of a brook in love with a mea- 
dow, of the tragedy of Afpar, of Endymien, &c. No, 
anfwered Criticifm, 'tis not the author of thofe works 
that you fee before you $ 'tis the author of the plu- 
rality of worlds, who compofed Thetis and Peleus, an 
opera that excites your envy, and the hiftory of the 
academy of fciences, which you are not capable of 
underftanding. 

Roufleau was going to write an eoigram, and Fon* 
£enelle looked upon him with that philofophical coir* 
paifion, which every man of an enlightened mind 
F muft 
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null have for t meer rhymer, and then went and feated 
himfelf with great compofurc between Lucretius and 
Leibnitz §. 

I afk'd how Leibnitz came to be there ? I was told 
that ft was becaufe he had wrote tolerable good Latin ' 
vcrfes, though he was verfed both in metaphficks and 
'geometry, and that Criticifm admitted him into her 
temple, to (often by fuch an example the aufterity of 
his fcientifical brethren. 

Criticifm then turned to the author of the plurality 
of worlds, and faid : I fhall not reproach you with 
fomc of your juvenile performances, as thefe zealous 
cynicks have done : but I am Criticifm ; you are now 
in the prefence of the god of Tafte, and I mint thus 



§ Leibnitz was born at Leipfic, on the 23d of June 9646, 
and died at Hanover on the 14th of November, 17 16. He was 
the grcatett ornament to learning that Germany ever produced 1 
he was a more univerfal genius than Newton, though, perhaps, 
npt fo gieat a mathematician. To a profonnd knowledge in 
eveiy branch of natural philofophy, he added a refined tarte for 
polite learning j he even wrote French poetry. He was guilty of 
ibuie eirors in metaphyficks 5 but in that he refembies all who have 
attempted to frame fyttems. He owed his fortune entirely to his 
lepumion. He enjoyed confiderable pennons from the emperor 
of Germany, the emperor of Kuffia, the King of England, and 
■jaiiy other l'overeigns. 

addxtfi 
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•ddrefs you in the name of that god, the public, and 
myfelf * for we all three agree in the main. 

Your fportful an<Hnftru£Hve mufe 
Of art lhould not be fo profufe 5 
Her charms are not Aire fo faint, 
As to require the aid of paint. 

As for Lucretius, he blufhed as foon as ever he (aw 
die cardinal his adverfary ; but no fooner did he hear * 
him fpeakbut he conceived a'friendlhip for him : he 
ran to him, and accofted him in very fine Latin 
verfes, which I tranflate into indifferent French 
ones. 

Mifled by Epicurus' lore, 
I thought I nature could explore, 
And as a god the man admir'd, 
Who, with prefumptuous fury fir'd, 
JDar'd impious war with heaven do wage, 
The gods dethroning in his rage. 
I thought the foul a tranfient fire, 
Diffblv'd the moment we expire j 

F 2 But 
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I now no more with truth contend : 
The foul fhall never have end ; 
But of exiftence always fure, 
Shall like your deathlefs verfe endure. 

The cardinal anfwered this compliment in the lan- 
;guage of Lucretius. AH the Latin poets prefent, 
tfrom his air and ftile, judged him to be an antient Ro- 
man : but the French poets are highly difpleafed at 
authors compofing verfes in a language which is no 
longer fpoken ; and they affirm, that fmce Lucretius, 
born at Rome, wrote a Latin poem upon the philo- 
fqphy of Epicurus, his adverfary, bom at Paris, fhould 
Jiave wrote againft him in French. To conclude,; 
after feveral fuch amufing delays, we at laft arrived a* 
the temple of the god of Tafte. 

I faw the god, whom I in vain 
Implore for aid in every ftrain ; 
That god, who never was defin'd j 
Whdfe eftenCe 'fcapes the fearching mind 5 
To whom juil fervicefew can pay, 
Tho* they with fuch devotion pray ; 

( Who 
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Who animates La Fontaine's ftrain, 
And Vodius featches for in vain. 
The Graces he confults, whofe eafe, 
With native beauty join*d, can pleafe; 
Graces which other nations own, 
Are beft to the French writers known ; 
Which others oft to copy try'd j 
Which by ftrifl rules are never tied ; 
Which reign'd at court in times of yore, 
With which love crowns the Gallic (bore. 
Around the god the tender band 
Of Graces ftill obfequious ftand ; 
They to adorn the god attend ; 
He pleafes by the charms they lend ; 
They crown him with a wreath divine, 
Where Phoebus felf took care to twine ; 
Laurels, which once fam'd Maro crown'd 
For epic poetry renown'd. 
Myrtle and ivy leaves, which grac'd 
Horace fupreme in wit and tafte ; 
The rofes, which in times of yore 
The lyric bard Anacreon wore. 
His front, the mirror of his mind, 
Shew'd wifdom by true tafte refin*d ; 
F 3 
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Wit fparkled in bis eyes, his air 
Was fuch as might his foul declare* 
To prove his beauty is divine, 
Silvia, his face refembles thine ; 
I thus conceal your real name, 
Lead envious beauties lhould declaim; 
Againft you (hould it once be known. 
Your charms are greater than their' own* 
I Rollin not far, with a&ion grave, 
To youth his learned leffons gave* 

H Charles Rotlin, formerly principal of the univerfity and 
jrCTTJrJr, ,* ^ nrU naemoert* C3u unuCuv eyes 
wrote 1.1 elegant French for the inttruction of youth, and that re* 
commended the ftudy of our language as neceflary, though neg- 
USicd in the fchools. His titafife upon the betas lettres breathes 
elegant tafte, and is replete with learning throughout. He is re - 
wojched with nothing but haviag dwek too much upon things of 

' little impoitance. He . has never loft fight of tafte, but where be 
has aimed at humour, torn. 3, page 3031, in fpeakrag of Cytus 
lie fayt, imtnediatety little Cyrus nvas drejpd out as a ntp+hcareri 
he approached growth *witb a napkin on bis /boulder 9 and holding 
the cut> genteelj <witbtbree fingers, I was in doubt, /aid be, <wbc- 
iber tb'.s liquor was not poifon* How fo? Yes, papa* And in 
another place, fpeakirg of tiie feveral forts of play which chil- 
dren may be indulged in, hee^prefles Imnfelf tlross A bail, m 

foot ball, a top, are very much to their tafle. From the top of the 
lioufe to the cellar there was nothing {pokes but Latin at Robert 
Stephens's. It were to be wifbed thefe exceptionable panares were 
corrca?d in the fir ft new edition of t book iavaluabit m other 
fefpeae. 

And 



Digitized by 



The TEMPLE or TASTE. *s 

And tho* in his profeflbr's chair, 
Was liften'd to a thing moftrare. 
Meantime in an apartment by §, 
Which Girardon with Puget vie 
With! ftatues to adorn, where tafte 
As well asjuft expreffion's trae'd j 
Pouffin 1 upon ftrech'd canvas fliew'd 
What genius in his bofom glowM* 



$ Girardon's ftatues excelled in grace, Ptiget's in expfeffion. 
The baths of Apollo were do c by Girardon, but the hoife* ait 
not of his work man /hip $ they are of Mart's, a (tatuary worthy 
to work in concert with Girardon. The Milo and the gladiator. 
arePuget's. 

Pouflin, born at Andelis in 1594, had no matter but his ge- 
nius, affifted by a few prints of Raphael'*, which accidentally 
tell into his hands. A defire to conuitt the beautiful remains o£ 
antiquity made him undertake a journey to Rome, notwithftand- 

- ing theobftacfes which extream povetty laid in his way. He 
there produced feveral matter- pieces, which he fold for but feven 

■ crowns apiece. Being invited to France by the fecretary of ftatt 
Dcfnoyers, he there eftablimed the fine tafle in painting j but 
being perfecuted by his rivals, he returned to Rome, where ho 
died with a great reputation and no fortune. He has facrificcd 
colouring to the other articles of painting. This is too gloomy 
in his facraments ; yet there is in the duke of Orleans's clofet, a 
converfion of St. Paul by Pouflin, which hangs by Raphael's vi- 
rion of Ezekiel, and is lively enough in its colouring. This pic- 
ture lefes nothing by being competed to that of Raphael ; ihey 
fcpth give eq'aal iatkfa&ion to the beholder.. 

F 4 Le 
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t Le Brun with elevated mind, 
And genius nobly bold, defign'd. 
X Le Sueur, in his art compleat, 
Between both painters took his feat ; 
None murmur'd to behold him there, 
All own'd him worthy of the chair. 
The god, who with a critic eye 
Could every pencil's flroke efpy, 
Griev'd, whilft he much admir'd their art, 
They could not to th:ir works impart 
Thofe vivid colours, whofe bright glow 
On nature's fclf new charms beftow. 
A crowd of loves before him play'd, 
. And to his touch new force convey'd, 



t Le Brun, the fcholar of Vouet, was defective only in tht 
colouring. The colours in his pictures of Alexander's family 
are be tter than thofe of his battles. This painter, has not fo ex- 
qui iite a tafte for antiquity as Pouflin and Raphael ; but he is 
equal to Raphael in invention, and fuperior to PoulEn in vivacity. 
The prints of Alexander's battles, by le Brun, are more bought, 
than tho e by Raphael and Julius Romano. 

X Euftachius le Sueur was an excellent painter, though he 
ntver was in Italy. All his works were in the high tafte j but he 
was defective in his colouring as well as the other two. Thele 
three psinteis are at the head or the French lcheol. 

And 
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And rais'd each beauty to its height, 
By adding | Rubens colours bright. 

Invas futprifed that I did not meet at the fanduary 
feveral perfons, who, fixty or eighty years ago, pafled 
for the greateft favourites of the god of Tafte. The 
Pavilions, the Benferades, the Peliflbns, the Se- 
grais's*, the St Evremonds, the Belzacs, the Ven- 
tures, were no longer in poffeffion of the firft places. 
Theypofleffed them heretofore, faidoneof my guides! 
they made a figure before the bright . period of the 
learned world j but they have at length given place to 
men .of real genius. At prcfent they are but little 
confidered j and, in fad, mod of them had only the - 
wit peculiar to their age, and not that fpecies of 
wft" which reaches poftcrity. 

The 



|| Rubens is equal to Titian in- his colouring j but he is very 
much inferior to our French painters in the cone&nefi of dcfign* 

• Segtais is but a very indifferent poet. Nobody reads his 
eclogues, though they are praded by Boileau. His .ASneid is in 
the ftyle of Chapelain. He wrote an opera upon the Jubjfcl of 
Roland and Angelica, with the titic of Lpvt cured hj Time. L> 
the prologue are rheic lines : 

Pvur courenner leur tStt 
En cette fete, 

If Allow 
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The graces of their feeble kys 
t Are tarnijhed, and they lofe their praife ; 
None them as genius's admit, 
But all agree to praife their wit* 



Segrais attempted one day to enter the fan&uary aft 
the fame time, repeating the following verfe of 
Boileau. ' 



Que Segrais dans Fegfogue en charm les forets. 
Let Segr&is charm the woods with rural lays. 



But Crkicifm having unhappily for him* read a few 
pages of his JEncid ia French verfe, difmHTed him & 



Allons d*na nos jardins, 
Av«c les lys de Charlemagne, 
AflemWer les jelmins 
Qui perfument fEfpagus, 

Their heads to crown, 
On fuch a day 

Let's walk into oar gardens gay» 
And with the liHies of Charlemagne 
Gather tht jeflamy of Spain. 

2ada is a romance, written with great purity of language* and 
read by cveiy body j but k was not wrote by Segrais, 

IktUr 
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Iktle roughly, and in his place admitted * madame de 
la Fayette, who publifhed the delightful romance of 
Zada ; and the princefs of Gleves, under the name of 
Segrais. 

Peliflbn f is n6t eafily excufed, for having in hiV 
hiftory of the French academy, gravely related fa 

many 



* Mr. Huet, bifliop of Avranches, tells us, in the 204 page 
of his commentaries, that madame de la Fayette Was fo indiffeient 
about reputation, that ibe (offered her ZacU to appear under the 
name ot Segrais* j and when I related this anecdote, Tome of 
Segrais's friends, who were ignorant of the buth, complained of 
this as an outrage to his memory. But it is a fact to my certain 
knowledge, anal could prove it by many letters of madame d* 
la Fayette, and by the original manuscript of Zada, the (beets 
ef which (he fent me as (he wrote it. 

f Here are fome of the ftrokes which Petition cites as pieces 
of wit, A marriage being talked of between Voiture, who was 
the (on of a vintner, and the daughter of one of the king> pur- 
veyors. Thele lines were wrote upon the. occauon.. 

O que ce beau couple d'amans, 

Va gouter de contentement \ 
Que leurs del ices fcront grandes, 

lis fcront tou jours en feftin, 
Car ft la pro foumit les viandet, 

Voiture fouraira le fin I 

Mow bleft will tfcefr two toveralive* 

With plenty they'll be bkfs'd,. 
Victuals the purveyor (hall give>. . - 

Voiture of wines the bed. 

Be 
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inany purilitics, and cited as ftrokes of wit, things 
which by no means deferve that name. The foft» 
but weak Pavilion, humbly pays his court to madame 
des Houlieres, who is placed far above him. The 
unequal St. Evremont *, does not prefume to fpeak of 
poetry/ Balac, with his long-winded hyperbolical 
phrafes, tires the patience offienferade and Voiture f f 

who 



He acids, that madam Defloges, in a company thai was en- 
gaped at a fort of play, called Pi o verb?, Voiture having given 
a proverb, which (he did not like, faid, this is a bad one, tap 
apotber. His hlftory of the academy is filled with fuch trivial 
circumftances, and written in fo langui filing a ftyk, that whoever 
reads it without prejudice, is furprited at his having fo great a re- 

Jmtation. But at that time, fony perfons had interefted motives 
or praifiug it. 

* Every body knows, that St. Evremont was a wretched poet* 
His comedies are his very worfr produ&ions ; yet fo great was his 
reputation, that he was offered five hundred guineas for the copy 
of his Sir Politick Wouldbe. 

f Voiture had the moft reputation of any of theft celebrated 
perfons of former days, yet his works deierve it the leaft. If you 
except four or five little poems, and about as many letters,' he 
W3s reckoned as great a mailer of the epiftolary manner of writing, 
as PUny } a6d yet his Utters sue not fuperior to tbofe of Le Pays 
and Bourf4yt. Thefe are fome of his ftrokes : when yen 
tear my hwut into a thoufand pieces, there is not one that is not 
very much at your fei vice 5 and one of your fmiles fweeten? my 
bitteteft giitf I do not lie when I tell you, that my uneafinds 
at being deprived of your company, cofts me a hundred thoufand 
tears. I advife you fertoufly, to 'make yourfelf king of Ma. 
deira. Think what a pleafuie it would be, to polTefs a kingdom 
•tfngar: in truth, we mould live very fweetly in it. He writes. 

to 
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who anfwer him by antithefis and quibbles, which 
they are prefently after afliamed pf themfelves. I 
went in queft of the famous count de Bufly. Madam 
de Sevigne, who is beloved by all who dwell in the 
Temple, told me, that her dear ceufin, a man of 
great wit, but a little too vain* couH never fucceed 
fo for, as to make the God of Tafte entertain the 



to Chapelain thus : " I muft tell you, that whenever I reflect that 
I am writing to the molt judicious man of the age, to the author 
of Lione, and the Maid of Orleans, my hair ftands on end, like 
the bi tft les of a porcupine. His poetry is. fometimes flat, and in* 
fipid in the higheft. degree. 

Noun trouvaoes pres> fercotte^ 
Chae ttrange et vraye pourtant, 
Des boeufs qu'on voyoit broutant j- 
Deflus le haut d'une motte, 
Et plus bas quelques cochons, 
Et bon nombre de moutons. 

A thing we faw, that's true, but ftrange, 
Oxen that brouze about and range 
Upon a hijl, whiM hogs are feen,. 
And many iheep upon the green.. 

. Yet Voiture is admired, becaufe he was born in an age that 
was juft emerging out of barbarifm, when people aimed at wk, 
without knowing what it was. *Tis true, Botleau compared him 
to Horace, but Boileau was then young. He with pleafure paid 
that tribute to the reputation of Voiture, that he might attack that 
•f Chapelain, who paficd for the greateft genius than in. Europe. 

feme 
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feme favourable opinion of Monf. Roger de Rabutin, 
which the count de Bufly had of him. 

Bufly for pride and felf-Ibvt ftm'dk 
Is by the God feverely blam'd ; 
Becaufe too much, a flave to fame, 
Himfelf he often made his theme *z 
His fon wkh ev'ry talent graced* 
Is always well receiv/d by itafte 
He flatters none, of none fpeaks iU r 
His converfation pkafes ftiU ; 
He fhews that wit and eloquence, 
To which his father makes pretence* 
f Chaulieu, who gay and void of care*. 
Rifing from table fung an air y 

Addrefe^ 



• He wrote to the king in thrfe tetms :— " Sire, Such a man 
as I am, who have wit, birth, and courage.— I have birth, and 
k is faid I have wk, which makes eveiy thing I fay valuable." 

f The abbe de ChauHeu, in an epftle to the marquis de la 
Fane, known to the public by the appellation of the deift, fays,, 

V 

J v ai vu de pros le ftyx - y j'ai dii les eumenides^. 
Pt-ja venoient trapper mes oreitiestimides; 
Les affreux eris du chien de Fempirc de morts*. 

Upon the brink of death my foul has been*, 
The ftyx. and furies I almoft have fcen - % 
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Addrefr'd the god-head as a friend, 
With freedom which could not offend* 
His lively and luxuriant vein 
Roves unconfin'd, nor hears the rein ; 
His mufe difdaining all controul, 
With native beauties charms the foul* 
* La Farre, with foftnefs temp'ring fire, 
Tun'd to a lower note bis lyre, 

And 



TV infernal dog« fell barkings reachM my car, 
And bairow'd up my ftartled foul with fi»r. 

The very next moment he draws the picture of a con&flbr* 
and fpeaks of the God of IfiaeL In auotlier poem upon the divi- 
airy, he fays, 

D'un dieu motenrde torn f adore PexiAence, 
Ainfi Ton doit pafier avec tranquillite, 
Leg ans que nous depart I'aveugle detain. 

The great firft mover I adore* 

Thus (hould we fpend, whilft in* our prcfrnf ftate* 
The time allotted to xa by Wind fettv 

Many fuch contradictions occur in his poems. There are not 
4hree pieces amongft them correct throughout • but the fine fenti- 
■Rents, and beautiful imagery, for which they are conspicuous* 
atone for their defects. The abbe de ChatHiett died m 1710* 
almeft fourfcore. He difcovered great refolution and fortitude. 

* The marquis de la Fare, author of the memoirs publifliedin 
fcgi name* and of fome pieces of poetry* in which the gentlcnefe 

of 
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And pour'd forth in his miftrefs's praife, 
His uncorreS, but fprightly lays ; 
Which might from cafe and pleafure fpring, 
TW Phcebus had not taught to ling. 
* There Hamilton, whofe darts ne'er fail 
To wound, at all mankind did rail : 
There St. Aulaire, who for old age, 
Surpafs'd Anacreon the fage ; 
Could all love's joys and cares reherfe, 
In fofter and more pleafing verfe*: 
Cytherian chaplets grae'd his head, 
With hoary honours o'erfpread. 

The God had a great affeftion for thefe gentlemen, ef- 
pecially for thofe whopicqued themfq! ves upon.nqthing. 
He hinted to Chaulieu, that he fhould look upon him- 
ft If as the firft of carelefs and negligent poets, not as 
the firft of good poets. 



of his nature dkplays itfelf, mould rather he confidered at an ami- 
able man, than an amiable poet. He died in 17185 his poems 
were printed with the works of the abbf de Chaulieu, his intimate' 
friend, and preceded by a preface extremely partial and fuli of 
faults. 

• Anthony count Hamilton, . born at .Caen in .Notmzncfy,' 
wrote verfes replete with fire and livelitieis. He had a ftrong 
bpnt to fatire. Mr. de St. Aulaire, whwialmoft nintty, wrote 
exceeding pretty fongs. 

They 
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'They converted with fome of the moil amiable men 
of their age. Their^ converfations were equally free 
from the affc&ation of the Hotel de Rambouillet, and 
from the confufion which reigns amongft our young 
fellows 

From hence with equal fhame are chae'd 
The affe&ed and pedantic tafte, 
The ftiff and fyllogiftic air, 
The rage which ftrives to overbear. 
There gracefully we fee unite, 
Learning profound with humour light; . 
And with precifion clofe we find,. 
The fallies of the humap mind. 
Genius takes various forms there, 
It jefts and knows a jeft to bear ; 
For fear of tiring there the wife, 
Put on even pleafantry's difguile. 

Chapellt was there ; that genius more debauched 
thin delicate; more natural than polite; an eafy 



* Boileau went to read his works at the Hotel de Rambouillet. 
He there met Chapelain, Cotin, and other*, equally void of 
tafte, who received him very ill, 

verfifier, 
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verfifier, irjcorre& in his ftile, and liccntbus in his 
thoughts. He conftantly anfwcrcd the God of Tafte 
in the lame rhymes. 'Tis faid, that God once an- 
fwered him thus : 

Chapelle henceforward Jefs admire, 

Re-iterated rhymes they tire ; 

Thofe firings of fyllables difplay'd 

By Richelet, ill a poet aid ; 

That author's di£tionary gleaning, 

In double rhymes you'll have no meaning. 

Ifi this agreeable company, I met the prefident de 
Maifons, a man of a very different chara&er, not at 
all ufed to utter words without a meaning ; a man 
as folid as agreeable, and equally a lover of all the 
arts. 

Dear Maifons, is it thee I then embrace? 
Cry'd I, whilft trickling tears bedew'd my face ; 
Thou who waft fnatch'd from me by cruel death, 
Who in my arms when young refign'd thy breath* 
Deaf to my prayer, inexorable fate, 
Was bent too deareft friends to feparate : 

Ah! 
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Ah ! fince its rigour either* death reqiuVd, 
Thou ihouldft have liv'd, and I Ihould have expired. 
Since my (ad eyes firft open'd on the fphcre, 
'Twas heaven's decree I ihou'd be wretch'd here ; 
Thy path of life by heav'n was ftrew'd with flow'r* ^ 
And heart- felt joy wing'd all thy golden hours. 
With pleafures, and with honours compa&d round, 
In arts your wifdom full contentment found : 
Weaknefs is not of worth, like thine the fource, 
O'er fuch a mind opinion ne'er had force ; 
Man's born to err the potter's forming btnd, 
Soft earth is far Je(s able to withftand; 

' tuv iwiiit. tuc pvuut IWfly 

Of prgudice 9 which mortals llill obey. 
To fuch vile flav'ry you refus'd to bend. 
Your time you gave to Audy, apd a friend % 
And in your nature were at once combin'd, 
A tender heart, and philofophic mind. 



Amongft tbcfe wits we met feme jefui 
fenift would fay upon this, that the 
every where, but die God of Tafte recti 
mies too ; and it is 
Bourdaloue convi 
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of uniting eloquence and clofe reafoning. Fsrther 
Bouhours ftands behind them, fetting down in hit 
pocket book, all the improprieties and inelegancics of 
language which cfcape them. The cardinal could 
not help addreffing father Bouhours thus : 

The care each little fault to fpy, 
That pedants diligence lay by * % 
Let us in eloquence refpe& 
Each carelefs phrafe and bold defe&« 1 
Were I to chufe, I fliould prefer 
Wild^genius, and like great men err, 
Rather than be the wight who dwell* 
On fyllables, who fcans and fpells. 

This reprimand was exprefled in terms, much 
more polite than thofe which I have made ufe of 5 but 
we poets are fometimes guilty of deviations from good 
breeding, for the fake of a rhyme. When I vifited 
this Temple, my attention was not entirely engaged 
by the wits. 

Harmonious verfe and profe refin'd. 
To you alone I'm not confin'd; 

I fcora 
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i fcorn a tafte that fix'd on parts, 
And now invoke & ] l pleating arts. 

• Mufick and painting arts divine, 
With architecture's great defign, 
Graving and dancing all unite 
My foul to ravifli with delight ; 
From all arts pleafure muft arife, 
None then are flighted by the wife* 

1 faw the mufes by turns place upon the altar of 
the God, books, defigns, and plans of various kinds. 
The plan of that beautiful front of the Louvre (for 
which we are not indebted to Bernin, who, with 
great expence, and to no purpofe, was brought into 
France, it being the work of Perrault and I^ewis la 
Vau, great artifts, whofe merit is too little known) is 
to be fcen upon that altar. There likewife is the plan 
of St. Denis's gate, the beauty of which, nioft Pari- 
fians are As infenfible of, as they are ignorant of the 
name of Francis Blonde], the architect, to whom 
they owe this monument. 

That admirable fountain *, lb little taken notice 
of, which is adorned with the precious fculptures of 

* St. Innocent^ fountain. The arcbite&ure is by Lefcot Abbt' 
oF Chugni, and tht jfculpture by John Gougcon, 

John 
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John Gougeon, but which is in every refped inferior 
to the admirable fountain of Bouchardon> at the fame 
time that it feems to upbraid the rude tafte of all the 
others. The porch of St. Gervas's church, a matter- 
piece of architecture, to which a church, a ptoper 
lituation and admirers, are wanting, and which (hould 
immortalize the name of Defbrofles, ftill more than 
the palace of Luxemburgb, which liktwife was built 
by him. All thefe monuments negle&ed by the vul- 
gar, ever barbarous, and by people of the world ever 
inattentive, often attract the obfervation of the deity- 
The library of this enchanted palace was next fhewir 
us: it was not very big. It will be readily believed, 
that we did not find in it 

A heap of manufcripts moft rare, 

Which greedy book-worms feldom fpare ; 

Nor on thofe (helves are ever found, 

Thofe writings which fo much abound ; 

Writings by no man ever read, 

The lumber of an author's head. 

In perfon here the tuneful nine, 

Their proper place to books affign ; 

To books where genius may be trae'd, 

Combined with elegance of .tafte. 

. Moft 
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Moft of the books there, have pafled thro 9 the bands 
of the mules, and been by them corrected. The work, 
of Rabelais is to be feen there, reduced to Ids than 
half a quarter of its bulk, 

Marot, whofe only merit is his ftile, and who in 
the fame tafte, lings the pfclms of David, and the 
wonders of Alix, has but eight or ten- leaves left. The 
pages of Voiture and Sarrafin together, don't exceed 
fixty in number. * 

Hie whole genius of Bayle, is to be found in a 
iingie vplume, by his own acknowledgment ; for that 
judicious pbilofopher, that enlightened judge of au- 
thors and lefts, often declared, that he would never 
have writren more than one volume in folio, if he had ' 
not been employed by bookfellers *. 

We were at laft admitted into the innermofl part of 
the fan&uary. There the myfteries of the God were 
onvealed ; there I faw what may ferve as an example 
to pofterity : a fmall number of truly great men, were 
employed in corre&ing thofe faulty -paflages of their 
works, which would have been beauties in thofe of in- 
ferior genius's. 

* This bayle hirafelf affirmed, in a letter which he wrote to 
Monf. des Maiseau. 

The 
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Tht amiable author of Telemachus, retrenched 
the repetitions and ufelefs details of his moral ro- 
mance, and blotted out die title of epic poem, which 
the indifcreet zeal of fotne of his admirers had given it ; 
for he frankly owns, that there is no fuch thing as a 
poem in profe. 

The eloquent Boffuet was ready to ftrike out (bme 
familiar expreffions, which had efcaped his vail* im- 
petuous, and free genius, and which in fome meafure 
difgrace the fublimity of his funeral orations ; and it is 
worthy of remark, that he by no means vouches for the 
truth of all he has faid concerning the pretended wtidooi 
of the antient Egyptians. 

Corneille the great, and the fublime, 
Who pleas'd not by the charms of rhyme j 
But wak'd the foul by ftrokes of art, 
Which filPd with wonder ev'ry heart ; 
Who with a pencil ever true, 
Both Cinna and Auguftus drew ; 
Cornelia, Pompey brave and great, 
Who fell by too fevere a fate; 
Into the flames Piilcheria threw 
Agefilaus, Surena too, 

And 
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And facrific'd with no remorfe, 
The fruits of genius without force ; 
Productions of declining age, 
And quite unworthy of the flage. 
Racine more artful and refin'd, 
Who touch'd with gentle woe the mind ; 
Who ftill profound attention draws, 
And never breaks dramatic laws ; 
His lovers parts with critic eye, 
Remarks, but in them can't defcry 
Thofe various touches which in nature, 
Diftinguifli character like feature : 
In all the fame perfections meet, 
They're tender, gallant, and difcreet ; 
And love whofe power o'er all prevails, 
Believes them courtiers of Verfailles : 
La Fontaine, poet born to pleafe, 
By happy negligence and eafe ) 
Whofe carelefs ftyle, with bold neglect, 
Pleafes us more than if correct. 
Your own opinion freely tell 
Of works, which in their kind excel : 
We'd gladly be infornVd by you, 
About your tales and fables too. 
G 
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La Fontaine, who retained the fimplicity of his 
character, and who in the Temple of Tafte joined 
acutenefs and penetration to that happy inftin£t, which 
infpired him during his life, blotted out lbme of bis 
fables. He abridged almoft all his tales, and tore the 
greateft part of a collection of pofthumoos works, 
printed by thofe editors who live by the folly of the 
dead. 

There Boileau reign'd who taught his age, 
By reafon rous'd to fatire's rage ; 
Who fram'd with care poetic la^p, 
And follow'd them with juft applaufe : 
Severely now his works he views, 
One quibbling poem (hames his mufe ; 
The verfes now he can't endure, 
Wrote on the taking of Namure 5 
He blots them out with hafty hand, 
And cries your genius underftand. 

Boileau, at the exprefi command of the God of 
Tafte, was reconciled to Quinault, who may be con- 
fidered as a poet, formed by the graces, as Boileau 
\yks by reafon. 

Bat 
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But Boileau, fatirift fevere, 
■ Whilft he erabrae'd could fcarce forbear, 
The lyrick poet to revile, 
Yet Quinault pardoned with a fmile. 

I'll never be reconciled to you, faid Boilcau, ex- 
cept you acknowledge that there are many iniipid lines 
in thofe agreeable operas. That's very poffible, an- 
fwered Quinault, but you mud at the fame time ac- 
knowledge that you were never capable of writing 
Atys or Armida. 

Your poems labour'd and exaft, 
May gen'ral efteem attract 5 
My opera's compofed with eafe, 
May furely be allow'd to pleafe. 

After faluting Boileau, and tenderly embracing 
Quinault, I faw the inimitable Moliere, and I made 
bold to accoft him in thefe terms : 

Terence the fage, and the polite, 

Could well tranflate, but could not write $ 

Gt Hit 
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His elegance is cold and faint, 
He could not Roman manners paint : 
You the great painter of our nation, 
Have drawn each chara&ei and ttation 5 
Our cits with maggots in their brain, 
Our marquifles as pert as vain, 
• Our formal gentry of the law, 
All by your art their likenefs faw ; 
And you would have reform'd each fault, 
If fenfe and virtue could be taught. 

Ah, faid he, why was I ever under a neceffity of 
writing for the people ? Why was I not always matter 
of my time ? I Ihould have invented much more happy 
intrigues ; I Ihould have feldom defcended % to low 
comedy. 

'Twas thus thefe matters, in their feveral arts, 
{hewed their fuperiority, by owning thofe errors to 
which human nature is fubjeft, and from which the 
greateft genius's are not exempt. 

I then found that the God of Tafte is very hard to 
be pleafed, but that he is never pleafed by halves. I 
perceived, that the works which he criticifes the moft, 
are thofe which he likes beft. 

The 



Digitized by 



The TEMPLE of TASTE. 



The God takes ev'ry author's part 
Of pleafing, if he has the art : 
No anger he in cenfuring {hews, 
W ith tranfport in applauding glows. 
The mufe difplay'd her charms divine* 
And brought her heroes to his {brine ; 
The pow'r benign can fcarce forbear, 
Seeing their faults, to drop a tear. 
That wretch {hou'd be to woe confignM,, 
Who's not to tendernefs inclin'd : 
By fuch our nature is difgrac'd, 
- He flies the facred flirine of taftc 

When my company was going to retire, the God* 
addreffed them in terms to this effeft, for I am not 
permitted to ufe his own words- 
Farewell, my much lov'd friends, farewell* 
Since you in poetry excell ; 
Let not to Paris dire difgrace, 
My rival there poffefs my place. 
Falfe tafte I know, from your keen eyes,. 
In terror and confufion flies ; 

G 3 I f 
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If ever you fhou'd meet that foe, 
You'll him by this description know t 
His tawdry drefs, is void of grace. 
His air's affe&ed, and his face, 
He forces oft a languid Anile, ' 
And talks in the true coxcomb's ftyle i 
He takes my name, aflumes my ihape 
Of genuine tafte the awkward ape ; 
For He's the fon of art at moft, 
Whilft nature as my fire I boaft* 



T 
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TEMPLE of FRIENDSHIP. 

SACRED to peace, within a wood's receft, 
A Weft retreat, where cotxrtiers never prefs, 
A temple Hands, where art did never try. 
With pompous wonders to enchant the eye ; 
There are no dazzling ornaments, nor vain. 
But truth, fimplicity, and nature reign : 
The virtuous- Gauls rats'd erft the noble (hrine» A 
And (acred vow'd to Friendfhip's pow'r divine* 
Miftaken mortals who believ'd their race, 
Wou'd never ceafe % to crowd to fuch a place ! 
Oreftes name, and Pylides appear, 
Wrote on the front, names ftill to Friendfhip dear ; 
Pirithous medal of uncommon fize, 
Thofe of foft Nifus and Achates wife. 
All thefe are heroes, and as friends renown'd^ 
There names are great, but ftill in fable found y 

G 4. The 
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The power to this remote retreat retir'd, 
TNor Tripod boaits, nor priefts with truth infpirM 
She miracles but feldom can efle£t, 
No Popifli faint e'er met with fuch neglect. 
Still in her prefencc faithful truth attends, 
And to the goddefs needful fuccour lends: 
Truth's ever ready, to enlighten all, 
Tuc few on truth for kind afliftance call. 
In vain (he waits for votaries at her (hrine, 1 
None come, tho' all at wanting her* repine ; 
Her hand holds forth the regifter exact, 
Of ev'ry gen'rous, ev'ry friendly act ; 
Favours An which efteem with friendfhip vied, 
Receiv'd not meanly, not conferr'd with pride : 
Such favours as thofe who confer forget, 
And who receive, declare without regret. 
This hiftory of the virtues of mankind. 
Within a narrow compafs is confin'd ; 
In Gothic characters all thefe are trac'd 
Upon two (heets, by time almoft defac'd. 
By what ftrange phrenzy is mankind poflefsV, 
Friendfhip is banifiYd now from ev'ry bread j 
Yet all ufurp of Friend the facred name, 
And vilcft hypocrites bring in their claim. 
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All that they're faithful to her laws maintain, > 
And even her enemies her rights prophane : 
In regions fubjefl to the Pope's command, 
Thus we fee. beads oft in an atheift's hand,. 
'Tis faid the goddefs, each pretended friend,. 
Gnce in her prefence fummon'd to attend ; 
She fix'd the day on which they fliould be there, 
A prize propofing for each faithful pair ; , 
Who with a tendernefs like hers replete, 
Amongft true friends might juftly claim a feat ;> 
Then quickly came allur'd by iuch a -prize,. 
The French who novelty ftill idolize ; . 
A multitude before the temple came, 
And firfttwo cou rtly . friends preferr'd their claim 
By int'reft join'd, they walk'd ftill hand in hand 
And of their union Friendfliip thought the band : 
Poft hafte a. courier came and made report, 
That there was then a vacancy at court; . 
Away each friend polite that moment flies, 
Forfakes at once the temple and the prize ; . 
Thus in a moment friends are turned to foes, , 
Each fwears his rival warmly to oppofe : 
Four devotees next iflue from the throng, 
Pouring on prayer-books as they pais along 
G S 
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Their charity to mankind overflows, 
And with- religious zeal their bofom glows. 
A pamper'd prelate one with fit o'ergrown, 
Tripple-chin'd, much to apopfexy prone; 
The fwine quite gorg'd wkh tythes, and overfed; 
At length by indigeftions force lies dead 
Quick the confeflbr clears the fiimer's fcore^ 
His foles are greas'd, his body fprinkled o'er, 
And ipruc'd up by the curate of the place, 
To go his heav'nly journey with good grace y 
His three friends o'er hmi merrily fay prayVs, 
His benefice alone excites their cares : 
Devoutly rivals grown, each ftill pretends 
Attachment mod fincere to both his friends;. 
Yet all kr making intereft at the court, 
Their brothers downright Jenfenifts report* 
Two youths of fafhion next came arm in arm,, 
Their eyes and hearts, their miftrefs letters charm : 
Thefe as they pafs'd along they read aloud, 
And both, difplay'd their perfons to the crowd ; 
Some favourite airs they fing, whilft they advance 
Up to the altar, juft as to a dance : 
They fight about fome trifle, one is (lain, 
And Friendflxip's altar hence receives a ftain j 
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The leaft n?ad of the two with conqueft crown'd, 
Left bis dear friend expiring on the ground : 
Next Lifis, with her much lov'd Chloe came, 
From infancy their pleafurcs were the fame i 
Alike their humour, and alike their age, 
Thofe trifles which the female heart engage ; 
Lifis was prone to Chloe to impart, 
They fpoke the overflowings of the heart \ 
At laft onfe lover touch'd both female friends, 
An<J ftrange to tell ! here all their Friendfhip ends ; 
Lifts and Chloe Friendfliip's ihrine forfake, 
And the high road to hatred's temple take. 
The beauteous Zara flione forth in her turn, 
With eye* that languMb, wbilft our hearts thcy- 
burn: 

What languor, faid flie r reigns in this abode ! 
By that fad goddefs, fay what joy's beflow'd ? 
Here difmal melancholy dwells alone, 
For loves foft joys are ever here unknown. 
Leaving the place, crowds followed her behind,' . 
And ftruck with envy, twenty beauties pin'd : 
Where next my Zara went, is known to none, 
And Friendfbip's glorious prize could not be won : 

Tl*. 
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The goddefs ev'ry where fo much admir'd, 
So little known, and yet by all admir'd 5 
With cold upon her facred altar froze, 
Hence haplels mortals, hence derive your woes* 



T H 
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ITriumph'd, love's vi£torious power 
Prevail'd, and near approach'd the hour 
• Which fhould have crown'd our mutual flame,. 
Juft then your tyrant huftand came. 
That hoary Jailor was too hard, 
To love he all accefs has barr'd, 
And all our wiflies to defeat* 
Secures the key of pleafures feat r 
For fuch ftrange matters to account, 
Our tale to antient days fhould mount : 
Ceres muft to you fure be known, 
Ceres one daughter had alone, 



* This poem is of an antient date v the author was but eigh. 
teen when he compofed it, and it was occaiioQcd by a lady who 
*as in the circumltances here Ipoken of. 

Who 
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Who much refembled you in face, 

Beauteous, adorn'd with cv'ry grace*. 

To the foft paflion much inclin'd, 

And guided by a Cupid blind. 

Hymen a God as blind as he* 

Treated him as he treated thee : 

Plmo the rich, and old in hell, 

Made her his wife, and fore'd to dwelf f , 

But {he the jealous arifet.fcorn'd, 

And Pluto, tho* a God was horn'd $ 

Pirithous his rival bright, 

Young, handfome, generous, and polite, , 

Found means to get . to hell e'er dead*. 
And clapp'd huge horns upon his head* 
This as a fable you'll cleride, 
But love a man to hell may guide ; 
In hell as here by fpme ftrange fpight,.. 
Intrigues are always brought to light :. 
In a hot hole a fpy conceal'd, 
Saw all, and all hefaw reveaTdi 
And added, that the royal dame, 
With half the damn'd had done the fame : 
The horn'd God on this report, 
Convokes at his infernal court* 

Each. 
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£ach odious, black, and curled foul. 
Sainted below, for actions foul ; 
Each cuckold's foul, who during life 
Did all he could* to plague his wife* 
Then thus declar'd a Florentine,. 
Molt mighty monarch I'd opine j 
For death, for once a wife is dead* 
She can't defile the marriage bed : 
But ah, fir, an immortal wife 
Can never be depriv'd of life » 
A Padlock, therefore, Pd invent, 
Which fhou'd fuch accidents prevent > 
She muft be virtuous of courfe, 
When under the rellraint of forces 
Not to be come at by her elf, 
Your fure to have her to yourfelf ^ 
Wou'd I had thought before I died* 
Such a convenience to provide. ^ 
This fage advice a loud applaufe 
From all the damn'd aflembly draws j. 
And ftraight by order of the ftate, 
Was regifter'd on. brafs by fate i 
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That moment in the (hades below, 

They anvils beat, and bellows blow* 

Tifiphone the blackfmitrfs trade 

Well underftood, the locks Ihe made : 

Proferpina, from Pluto's hand 

Receiving, wore it by command. 

Sometimes the hardeft hearts relent,-. 

Even Pluto's felf fome pity felt t * 

When Spoufe's virtue he made fafti 

And faid you'll now perforce be chafte. . 

This lock which hell could frame alone^ 

Soon to the human race was known ; 

In Venice,' Rome, and all about it, . 

No gentleman or cits without it ; 

*Tis always thought a, method Aire, 

All fem&le honour to fecure. 

There hufbands, tho' fome fneerers mock, . 

Keep virtue fafe and under lock ; 

But now to bring the matter home, 

Your fpoufe you know liv'd long at Rome ; 

With bad men few infeftion fcape, 

He has learn'd the Roman modes to ape $ 

But 
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But all his jealous care is vain, 
Love always knows his ends to gain ; 
That God will fure efpoufe our caufe, 
He ftill prote&s who keep his laws ; 
For you have given me your heart* 
And can't refufe me any part. 



Thoughte 



L,ooQle 



( no) 



Thoughts upon the * Newtonian Philo- 
sophy, addreflcd to the Marchioncfs dv 
Chastblbt. 



You like a mufe my labouring breaft infpire ; 
I wake at your command, I dream no more, 
But virtues laws and natures paths explore. 
Melpomene, the theatre I quit, 
No more I idolize a crowded pit : 
Let Rufus > fon of earth, in hobling verfcy 
To life's laft verge a foolifh thought exprefs* 
And aim at me the darts which he defign'd 
To level at the reft of human kind. 
Four times a month the Zoilus of the age> 
May pour in fierce inve&ive fenfelefs rage ; 



* This letter is printed before NewtonV principles, publifhed 
bj M. de Voltaire in. 17 38 and 1749* 




M I L I A, whofe deep genius all admire, 



Th«* 
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Their cries by hatred form'd I will not hear, . 

Nor mind their tracks which in the dirt appear : 

Divine philofophy's all powerful charms, 

Fell envy of her darts with eafe di&rtns ; 

Wrapt in his heaven, great Newton fcarcely know* 

Amongft the Tons of men that he has foes *. 

Of mine I think not, to my ravifh'd eyes, 

Truth (hews how I may to that heaven rife ; 

Thofe vortices which run fo ftrange a race, 

Heap'd without order, moving without (pace* 

Thofe learn'd viiions pafs like lmoke away, 

Motion's reftor'd, I fee a brighter day, 

Space which contains the univerfal foul,. 

Sees in its bofom vaft creation roll ; 

God fpeaks, and at his voice old Chaos flies, 

All things towards a common center rife ; 

The fpring of nature, by dark ignorance night 

Concealed, had long lain hid from mortal fight : 

Newton the compafs takes, be Kfts the vail, 

He makes truths light o'er ignorance prevail : 

With learned hand he to my eye difplays 

That ftars bright robe which feafons rules and days ^ 

The fparkling diamonds variegated dies, 

With gorgeous luftrc dazzle human eyes ; 

Each. 
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Each rays pure fubftance to fpe&ators fliew 
The various colours of fair Tris Bow ; 
Blended they light impart to mortal eyes> 
They vivify the woirJ, and till the fkies. 
Ye minifying angels to the king of kings, 
You burning feraphs, who with conftant wings. 
Cover the Almighty power's eternal throne 
Of men, would you not envy him alone ? 
He rules the fea, I fee the humid deep, 
Time ever with attracting Cynthia keep * 
Its efforts ftrong a central power reflrains, 
.Ocean rolls back, and in its bed remains ; 
Comets which men as much as thunder fear* 
To terrify the world* at length forbear % 
In an ellipfe immenfe your wanderings end, 
Rife near the ftar of day and near defcend 
Your fiery treffes fliake, returning ftrive, 
Exhaufted, drooping nature to revive. 
Sifter of Phoebus, ftar which in the (kiet, 
Long time deceiv'd th* enquirer's erring eyes : 
Newton has fiYd the bounds of thy career, 
Move on, arfd rule the day, the month and year : 
Earth change thy form, and let thy rnaffes weight* 
Sinking the Pole, the Equator elevate ; 

Pole 
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Pole which feem motionlefs to ev'ry eye, 

The Bear that frozen confteUation fly 

And let your long protracted periods laft, 

Till numberlefs revolving years are paft. 

What noble objects thefe ! what high delight ! 

Feels the rapt foul fill'd with fuch glorious light ! 

The mind let loofe from its corporeal chains, 

A converfation with its God maintains. 

How couldft thou fay, wfiilft yet in tender youth, 

Receive thefe treafures of eternal truth, . 

Shun pleafures which confume our youthful days, 

And to fuch views fublime thy genius raife ; 

With Newton tread paths ne'er trod before, 

And nature's winding labyrinth explore ? 

May I with you her temple penetrate, 

And to all France thefe truths fublime relate ; 

Whilft f Algarotti, whofe inftrufiions pleafe, 

This ftranger.to the Tyber's fhore conveys: 



* *Tis the period of the preflTure of the equinox, which is 
compleated in 2690, or thereabouts. 

# Mr. Algarotti, a young Venetian, publiflied at Venice a 
tieatife upon light, in which he exj lained attraction. His book, 
which paflld thro' feven editions, was very badly tranilated into 
French* 

Let 
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Let him with flowers adorn her beauteous face, 
Compafs in hand her lineaments Til trace : 
With my rough pencil Til exprefs each line, 
None can embellifh beauty fo divine ; 
Like you (he's noble, beauteous, void of paint, 
To do her jufiice all defcription's faint. 



T* 
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* To the Manes of Monfieur de Gekonville, 
Counfellor of the Parliament, and one of the 
author's intimate friends. 

TH OTJ who didft in thy early youth depart, 
Whofe dear idea ne'er (hall leave my heart, 
Whofe lofs has filTd my foul with lafting grief, 
Which from times lenient hand finds no relief ; 
If the whole fyftem dies not with the frame, 
If entity, the fpark of heavenly flame, 
Made both to ferve the body, and controul, 
That aftive principle we call the foul ; 
Tho* loft to us, lives in fome other fphere, 
If thou haft being, and thefe words canft hear ; 
With pleafure Genonville receive this lay, 
This tribute which I to thy afhes pay, ' 
The monument of an eternal love, 
Which like thy fpirit fliall immortal prove \ 



* This piece was wrote in 1729. Monf. de Geaonvillc had 
not been quite ten years dead. 

Thou 
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Thou muft remember how in life's firft ftage, 
The fair Egeria did our loves engage ; 
She heard our fongs, approved of eithers flame, 
And in all three love feem'd to be the fame. 
Reafon confpir'd with amorous .follies light, 
And love's enchantments fouls thus to unite. 
How great our blifs ! it fuffer'd no allays, 
From want companion of our youthful days. 
Young, gay, contented, free from anxious care, 
Of exquifite delight we had our fhare ; 
We could not hope to find enjoyment more, 
Had we poffefs'd even Craefus countlefs ftore ; 
With what we had we well might be content, 
In joy youths dear, delightful days we fpent; 
Thofe days which in a round of joys were paft, 
Thofe fouling pleafures could not always laft ; 
From thee thofe joys are fled, that period bright 
Was follow'd foon by death's eternal night. 
Thy much lov'd miftrefs, favour'd more by fate, 
Now lives in grandeur, opulence, and ftate ; 
Supports of age, attended with fome care, 
And which we can't to youthful joys compare, - 
As love" her youth, fo wealth fuftains her age, 
To gaiety fucceed reflexions fage. 
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His flight love with the youthful graces takes, 
But friendfliip never virtuous hearts forfakes. 
By that excited, oft we fing thy verfe, 
And all thy conversions charms rehearfe : 
Whene'er we meet we always talk of you, 
We read your works, and tears our eyes bedue: 
Hence, hence forever fly the unfeeling train, 
Wretches who would the name of friend prephant; 
Wrapt up in fetf, or diffipated quite, 
Who in the world and idle joys delight ; 
Wretches whofe hearts are to affedtion dead, 
Who never learn'd a virtuou* tear to fhed. 



H Verfes 



Digitized by 



{ 128 ) 



VERSES upon the death of Madame La 
Couvreur, a celebrated aftrefs. 

WHAT fight of woe thus harroWs up my foul ! 
Muft thofe love darting eyes in anguifli roll ? 
Shall ghaftly death fueh charms divine invade ! 
You mufes, graces, loves come to her aid. 
Oh 1 you my gods and hers aflift the Fair, 
Your image Aire muft well deferve your care* 
Alas ! thou dieft, I prefs thy corpfe alone; 
Thou dieft, the fatal news too foon is known. 
In fuch a lofs, each tender feeling heart 
Is touch'd like mine, and takes in grief a-part. 
I hear the arts on ev'fy fide deplore 
Their lofs, and cry Melpomene's no more: 
What exclamations will the future race 
Utter, at hearing of thofe arts difgrace ? 
See cruel men a burying place refufe, 
To her whom Greece had worihipp'd as a mufe ; 

When 
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When living, they ador'd her power divine, 
To t her they bow'd like votaries at a (brine : 
Should (he then breathlefs criminal be thought, 
And is it then to charm the world a fault ? 
* Seine's banks 4hou\i now no more be deem'd 
prophane, 

La Couvreur's facred aflies there remain : 
At this (ad tomb, (brine facred to thy (hade, • 
Our vows are ftilJ as at a temple paid. 
I don't revere the fam'd St. Denis more, 
Thy graces, charms, and wit, I there adore : 
I lov'd them living, incenfe now I'll burn, 
And pay due honours to thy facred urn. 
Tho' error and ingratitude are bent, 
To brand with infamy thy monument. 
Shall Frenchmen never know what they require, 
But damn capricioufly what they admire ? 
Muft laws with manners jar ? Muft ev'ry mind 
In France, be made by fuperftition blind ? 
Wherefore (hou'd England be the only clime, 
Where to think freely is not deem'd a crime ? 



* She was buried on a bank of the Seine. 

H 2 Oh ! 
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Oh ! London Athens rival, thou alone, 

Couldft tyrants, and couldft prejudice dethrone * 

In that Weft region, gen'ral freedom reigns, 

Merit is honour'd, and reward obtains : 

Marlborough the greateft gen'ral of his age, 

Harmonious Dryden, Addifon the fage, 

Immortal Newton, charming OWfield there, 

The honours due to real genius fhare. 

The farce of life had there La Couvreur cjos'd 

With heroes, ftatefmen, kings Ihe had repos'd : 

Genius at London makes its owner great, 

Freedom and wealth have in that happy ftate, 

Procur'd the inhabitants immortal fame, 

They rival now the Greek and Roman name. i 

Parnaffian laurels wither in our fields, 

And France no more a crop of merit yields : 

Wherefore you gods do all our glories fade* 

Why is not honour due to genius paid* 



s 

The 
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The utility of fciences .to PkracES, to the 
Prince Royal, of Prussia, fince King of " 
Prussia,. 

FEW kings, my prince, can with enlightened 
mind* 

Inftrufl the people to their eare confign'd ; 
Few Antoninus's on earth appear, 
For fince that hero to all Rtrae b dear, , 
Since great Aurclius, wonder of his age, 
Who (hone as monarch, warrior, and fag? : 
Did ever king like him the truth explore, 
Like him give ear to facred wifilom's lore i 
But two or three of thofe who wore a crown* 
Were held philofophers of high renown * 
Others appear as vulgar to your eyes, 
The tyrant flaves of pleafure you defpife, 
Who burthen'd earth, or elfe deftru&ion hurPd^ 
Slept on the throne, or wide laid wafte the world, • 
H 3 The 
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The world can't fee them in a proper light, 

To rtign is the grand art, if courts fay right. 

Tut what's this art fo boafted of by kings ? 

What are of all their policy the fprings ? 

He fpeaks the word, and all around obey ; 

Juft as he fmiles, or frowns, they're fad or gay. 

Is it then hard to play the monarch's part ? 

Is then to govern Haves fo great an art ? 
t But error's cup break to with manly hand, 

Repcll the flattering, fawning, craving banrf, 

Afpiring prelates wily arts defeat 

Juftice fecure upon her awful feat, 

From learned bodies vain debates to chace, 

And make vain fophiftry to truth give place ; 

To inflruA at once the learned, and fupport, 

Thefe are the glories of the Pruffian court ; 

High ftations luftre ignorance can deface, 

Which join'd to grandeur makes even grandetir bafe* 

f A formal envoy of the king of Spain 

Two Englifh artifts importun'd in vain, 



••This happened at London, in the firft year of the reign of 

Charle* the ad. King of Spain. 

For 
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For leave upon a mountain's top to date, 

By a barometer, air's real weight. 

The envoy could with eafe have help'd the fchools, 

But, tho' a fool, he thought the artifts fools, 

Shall I the folly of a Pope reveal i 

Shew cardinals, with apoftolic zeal, 

Teaching mankind in their illuftrious codes, 

'Twas finful to believe the antipodes. 

How many kings and fultans dire alarms 

Have felt at an eclipfe and dreaded charms i 

A monarch who to indolence gives way 

Is by the vileft wretches led aftray. 

Star-gazers, chymifts, and dull monks, contrive 

To bubble him, and on his folly thrive. 

By avarice to alehymifts betray'd, 

He thinks each piece with treafures will be paid j 

Th' aftrologer he a(ks $ if heaven benign 

Permits to go to council or to dine ; 

As knavifh monks dired he god adores, 

And to efcape from hell gives up his ftores. 

Such kings we fhould no more than idols prize ; 

Idols who fee not, tho' endu'd with eyes. . 

A king who has both fenfe and talents rare, 

We juftly to the almighty may compare. 

H 4 Knowledge 



Digitized by 



i 3 4 THE UTILITY OF 
Knowledge of arts, 'tis true, Ihould not alone 
Diftinguifh him that fits upon a throne. 
Of all the kings in facred hiftory nam'd, 
Which for his royal virtues was moil fam'd ? 
'Twas Solomon, by God himfelf infpir'd, 
Belov'd in Sion, by the world admir'd 5 
Rul'd by a fage, his fubje&s all were bleft, 
Of all earth bears they were by trade poffeft : 
His navy vifited each diftant ihore, 
And ftill new wealth to fam'd Judea bore : 
Thus fleets to Bourdcaux, and to London, bring 

AH Afia's treafuresat returning fpting^ 
To him not dazzled by fe bright a throne. 

The art to enjoy what he poffeft was known. 

'Tis thus wife monarcheo'er their fubje&s reign * 

Knowledge, if not to prudence join'd, is vain, 

A monarch fhould not, 'mklft a thoufcnd can»$, 

Neglect for love of money ftate affairs. 

To you that Englilh monarch's hiftory's known, 

James of his name the firft who filled the throne, 

t Who in fad exile let his nephew v die, 

Tho' he cou'd neceffary aid fiipply; 

f Frederick the 5th, Ele&br Palatine, elected King of Bo- 
hemia, defeated at tine battle of Prague, in 1619, aj^d deprived 
of' his dominions, 

Th»' 
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His nephew's wrongs the king fhould have redrefs'd, 
Reliev'd the German towns by force oppreft ; 
He fhould, by force, mfulting foes have quell'd, 
And between nations a juft ballance held : 
Not as a do&or* labour to be great, 
And tra£b pedantic to Chrift dedicate*. 
No king of parts in pedantry delights. 
He juftly thinks, and like a hero fights : 
Such Julian was, ill-known to vulgar eyes, 
Dreaded; yetJov'd, and tho' a warriour, wife : 
Such Caefer, who to all things great afpir'd, 
Who conquer'd Rome, .$md was by Rome admir'd : 
Your model he had been in every art, 
Had he not bariifli'd juftice from his heart. 



* James the firft dedicated a fhort tneatife to Jefvis Chrift j 
Father Talon dedicated one to the Trinity, Such dedications 
were then in fafliiom. 



H S 



A T 
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At the Camp before Philisburgh, 
July 3, I7S4- 

T T ITHOUT a bed we now fleep found 



* » And take our meals upon the ground j 
And tho* the blazing atmofphere 
Muft dreadful to the eye appear, 
The air tho' roaring cannons rend 
Whilft warrior* with fierce rage contend, 
The thoughttefc French drink, laugh, and fing, 
And with their mirth the heavens ring ; 
The walls of Fhilipfbourgh fhall burn, 
And all her towers to afihes turn 
By fifty thoufand Alexanders, 
Who all deferve to be commanders, 
Tho' -they receive the paultry pay 
Of only poor four fous a day. 
Lavifh of life, with high delight 
I fee them rufliing to the fight j 




They 
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They all appear both gay and jolly, 
Quite cover'd o'er with fame and folly. 
The Phantom, which we Glory name, 
Spurs them to the purfuit of fame 
With threat'ning eye, and front all o'er 
Bedufted, marching ftill before ; 
She holds a trumpet in her hand 
To found to arms, and chear the band, 
And loudly fings, with voice foronous, 
Catches, which they repeat in chorous. 
Oh ! people brilliant,, gay, and vain, 
Who drag with patience glory's chain, 
*Tis great, an honourable grave 
To feek, Eugene and Death to brave. 
But what wil be your mighty prize ? 
What from your prowefs will arife ? 
Regret your blood, in vain you fpilt it 3 
At Paris cuckolded, or jilted. 



Anlwer 
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• Anfwertoa LADY, or one who paffcd 
for fuch. 

THE higheft praiAyyou beftowme, 
And finifh with defires to know me ; 
You'll praifeme lcfswhenl am known 5 
But what I am I'll freely own. 
Three revolutions of the fphere 
Will bring about my fortieth year ; 
Phoebus prefided at the time 
That I was born, I lifp'd in rhyme \ 
The potent God approv'd my wit, 
And to his prefence did admit : 
My heart was by the God fubdu'd, 
I worfhipp'd him thro' gratitude. 



* In 1731* * gentleman of Bretagne, for a frolick, wrote 
letters to fcveral of the wits of Paris, and figned them with a 
woman's name, This artifice Impoied upon every body, and 
gave occafion to the prefent anXwcr. 

Their 
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Their inclinations fome excite, 
But fate ordain'd that I fliouM write. 
My foul was by each tafte pofleft, 
Each noble art inflam'd my bread : 
Painting'delights me : oft* I've been 
At the king's or duke's palace, feen 
Gazing on works with raptu^d eye, 
Where art with natute feems to vie; 
Paul Verones's noble fire 
And fkill divine I much admire ; 
Pouffin and Raphael, my fight 
Ravi(h with exquifite delight. 
From thofe rooms to the opera, I 
Upon the wings of pleafure fly 5 
What there gives pleafure, from me draws 
The tribute of deferv'd applaufe. 
In mufic, Mauret's fprightty ftrain, 
* Deftouches's grace, my praife obtain, 
f Peliflier s art, le More's fine voice, 
Pleafing by turns, fufpend my choice. 



• Pleafing muficiant. 

f Adrices belonging to the opera. 



Sometimes 
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Sometimes I to that fcience foar 

Which teaches nature to explore, 

Following great Newton thro' the fcy 

I to find natural caufes try $ 

I'd know if Cynthia in her courfe 

Is by a changeful central force 

Towards us made to giavltate, 

And coming near acquires new weight ; 

I read philofophers profound, 

Who nature by their reafon . found ; 

I fee Cleraut, Maupertius, rife 

By calculation to the fkies j 

And I indeed too 6ften find 

Such ftudies but perplex my mind* . 

Obfcure refearches.fet apart,. 

I ftudy next the human heart. 

I often PafcaPs works review, . 

A genius Angular and new ; 

That fatyrift, devout and fage, 

Againft mankind too prone to rage. 

I, his aufterity oppofe \ 

He'd have men to themfelves be foes. 

A friend to man, I ftrive to fhew 

How he to love himfelf may know. 
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I'm free from paffion, care, and ftrife ; 
Thcmufe-divcrfifics my life : 
My day begins with joy, and ends 
In chearful fuppers with my friends. 
I now no more of love complain, 
Rcafon at laft has broke my chain ; 
I follow Cupid now no more, 
The happy age of love is o'er ; 
With love's flame muft I no more burns ? 
Each art I cultivate in turn, 
Indolent languor to avoid j 

But all this can't fill up the void* • 
For notwithftanding all my pains 
Still there a craving void remains*. 



• Epiffle 
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* Epiftle to Monficur de Bussi, Bifhop of 
Lucon, upon the Hurry and Buftle of the 
Town; 

✓^VH Bully, who wcrt fiirely born 

The church and mankind to adorn ; ; 
Soon as profufcly FIbra pours 
Upon the plains her various flowers, 
To much lov'd Paris ftraight repair ; , 
Where is your home iF 'tis not there ? ? 
And could even heaven itfelf difplay 
A brighter heaven, more brilliant day, . 
If we could any means contrive 
That monfter Hurry hence to drive ; . 
That hideous monfter let us fly, 
A female, whofe moft baleful eye 
Does the beholder facinate, 
By heaven created in it's hate, . 



* Wrote in 1724. 



And 
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And fo our clime£,delightful fent 
Amidft our pleafures to torment ; 
How flattery from her lips diftills ! 
Flattery, the fource of many ills. 
Impofture follows^ as her maid, 
And ever lends her dangerous aid j 
Perplexity, Sufpicion pale, 
Attend with fteps that feem to fail * 
Still eager for fome falfe report, 
To the wretch Error pays her court* 
May love fly far on his light wings 
From hurry, (he wrruption brings j 
And let him ceafe to forge his darts 
For guilty beauties yielding hearts. 
I hate the railer who defames 
Virtues, and gives them vices names, 
Dullnefs by him content of mind 
As folly conftancy's defin'd. 
The man is happy to whofe fliare 
Falls eafe and freedom from all care ; # 
Whom bleft in love no tricks e'er vex* 
Intrigues nor ruffle nor perplex. 
Hismiftrefs no coquet, but gay, 
Rewards him at the clofe of day* 

Lovers 
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Lovers like thefe with blifs are crown'd,- 
With pleafure evercircl'd round. 
Then chearful prelate aWt delay, 
To joy and Paris hafte away ; 
Thehumbleft of your friends, Voltaire*. 
Your abfence can no longer bear j 
Of graces, an obfequious band, 
Will ready be at your command ; 
And I'll your excellence falute ' 
With jocund airs upon the flute; 
And as towards you I advance, 
Quite mad with joy I'll leap and dance* 
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* Epiftle to Monficur de Gervasi, the Phy- 
fician. 

YOU returned to Paris a phyiician renown'd, 
•Thofe you cur'd of the plague your juft praifes 
refound ; 

Like Hyppocrates felf you reftor'd the difeas'd, 
And the peftilence rage by your art was appeas'd ; 
At Maifons Ynean time I lay on a lick bed, 
And-thought I ihould in a few moments be dead* 
The grim king of terrors relentlefe death, 
Shook 1% terrible fcythe, I was gafping for breath : 
Old Chacon pufh'd forward, with fail and with oar, 
And I thought I fliou'd foon fee the fam'd Stygian 
(hore : 



* Monfieur de Gervafi, a celebrated phyfician of Paris, had 
been fervt tf cure the plague, and at bis return he cured the au- 
thor of the foiall pox,, at thecallle of Maifoni, fix leagues from 
Paris, in the year 1723* 

But 
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But like .flSfculapius you came to my aid* 
And death frog* his conqueror retreated difmay'd* 
Had you undertook dear Genonville to cure, 
He had from death's direful attacks been fecure ; 
He'd have liv'd, and I ftill had the pleafure enjoy'd 
Of his converfe, with which I cou'd never be cloy'd* 
And my eyes, which in death had been clos'd but 
for you, 

Tears for a loft friend would not each day bedue. 
To you, and to your cares I own myfelf debtor,. 
That of my difeafe I ty*ve now got the better j 
That now all my griefs and affltdtona have end*. 
That I ftill *o* beior'd, and I ftiil kwe my friend : 
Maifons, my phyficiaa, I fhall now fee once more,. 
Maifons, the phyfiqian,. that curM me before > 
Maifons, whofc deep fcience liirpaffes his age, 
Who rivals in medical fkill the Greek fage. 
I hope my laft tragedy will not difguft 
The virtuous Sully, as brave as he's juft ; 
That his gen'rous heart will difcover fome pleafure.* 
To fee me reviv'd, and intent upon meafure j 
And that fam'd Mariamne's diftrefs may impart,, 
Some tender fenfations to his gen'rous heart*. 
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You gardens of V91ars» feats with Wife efer crown'd, 
*Twas there I again met the hero rcnown'd ; 
Whom peace crowa'd with olive to his country 
brings. 

Triumphant and joyous upon vi&ory's wings : 
There I faw Richlieu gay, the delight of his age, * 
Whofe wit and vivacity all men engage ; 
When Richlieu appears, all my mifery ends, 
He'll foon reunite me to his amiable friends : 
And thou Bolingbroke, by Apollo infpir'd, 
As an orator, wit, and~a ftatefman admir'd : 
You to whom J lb often have liften'd before, 
I fhall live and improve by your con verfe once more | 
But what fed idea poiTeiTes my mind, 
Shall my miftrefs, fhall my charming miftrefs be 
kind? 

Her image was ftrongly imprefs'd on my heart, 
When I thought I was ready from this world to 
depart; 

Her virtues, her graces, and her charms divine, 
The pleafures I tafted when I once calTd her mine j 
In my laft moments cherifh'd my amorous fire, 
And my heart love poffefs'd when I thought to expire. 

Can 
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Cam fhe then have forgot me, can fhe then prove 
unkind, 

But wretch as I am, why fo wanders my mind ? 
From death fcarce efcap'd, can love ftill in my brcaft, 
Be of all my affe&ions, and my reafon poflefs'd. 



THE 
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REQUISITES to HAPPINESS. 



Man muft think, or elfe the brute 



~ May his fuperior worth difpute j 
A man muft love, for were it not 
For love, moft hard would be bis lot, 

A man muft always have a friend, 
To whofe advice he may attend ; 
Whofe friendly fympathy ftill knows, 
Our bliis to encreafe, affwage our woes. 

"He muft at the approach of night, 
Still fup with freedom and delight ; 
Drink the beft wine, and dainties eat, 
And make before he's drunk retreat. 

Each night he muft his love declare, 
With raptures to the yielding fair ; 




Muft 
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Muft when awake her charms adore, 
And when he deeps muft think diem o'er. 

My friends you all will Aire allow, 
That I true blifs have fhewn you now , 
And when my Sylvia I addrefs'd, 
I foon was of fuch blifs poffefs'd. 



EPISTLE 



L 




Digitized by Google 



( 15* ) 



Epiftle to a Lady, very well known to the 
whole town, 

H I L L I S how much the times are chang'd, 



X Since in a hack the town you rang'd, 
Since without drefs or train you (hone, 
Confpicuous for your charms alone ; 
When tho* you fupp'd on forry fere, , 
You ne&ar feem'd with gods to ihare, 
You foolifhly to one confign'd, 
Beauty which might charm all mankind : 
A defp'rate lover, who for life, 
Engag'd you when he made his wife. 
You then no treafure did inherit, 
Your beauty was your only merit, 
Your bofom charms divine difplay'd ; 
There Cupid ftill in ambufli laid 5 
Your heart was tender, and your mind 
To youthful frolicks much inclin'd. 




I 
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With fo many charms endu'd, - 
What woman e'er cou'd be a prude ? 
That fault, oh ! beauty all divine, 
v Is very far from being thine ; 
Becaufe of favours you were free, 
You were the better lik'd by me. 
How differently you live, grown great, 
Your life is but the farce of ftate ; 
The hoary porter, who ftill plies 
At your houfe door, and tells fuch lies, 
Is a juft emblem of the age, 
His very looks ill-luck prefage ; 
He thinks the duty of his place, is 
To drive away the loves and grace*. 
The tender train's abafh'd, afraid 
Your pompous palace to invade. 
When you were young to my amazement, 
IVe feen them enter at the cafement j 
I've feen them enter ev'ry day, 
And in your chamber nimbly play. 
Not all your carpets, and your plate, 
Not all your proud parade of ftate, 
Thofe goblets which fo brightly fhine, 
^ Vd by Germain with art divine ; 



Thofr 
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Thofc clofets nobly furni&'d where, 
Martin's exceeds the China ware. 
Your vafes of japan, and all 
The brittle wonders of your hall ; 
Your diamond pendants which appear 
With fiich bright luftre at each ear ; 
Your folitaires fo dazzling bright, 
Your pomp which ftrikes the gazer's light, 
Are worth one quarter of that blifsj 
Which once you imparted by a kifs. 



I a 
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To her Royal Highnefs the Princefs of * * 

A Beauteous princefs often may 
Languifh in pleafures feafon gay ; 
The empty forms of haughty ftate, 
Oft make life tedious to the great. 

It muft the greateft kings confound, 
With all his courtiers circled round j 
Amidft a fplendid court to find, 
That grandeur can't give peace of miiid. 

Some think that play can give delight, 
But foon it grows infipid quite ; 
And monarchs have been often feen, 
Whilft gaming, tortur'd with the fpleea. 

A king oft feafts with heavy heart, 
Pleafures to him no joy impart 5 

Whilft 
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Whilft the dull vulgar contemplate, 
Like gazing ideots pomp and ftate, 
And fondly think who is poflefs'd, 
Of them with Mils fupreme is blefs'd. 

Soon as the fons refulgent rays, 
Spread o'er the hemifphere their blaze ; 
The king begins another day, 
Yet knows not where to take his way : 
Tir'd of himfelf he ftraight repairs 
To company i to footh his cares. 

But pleafure flies from his embrace, 
It rifes not from change of place ; 
This day's infipid as the laft, 
At night he knows not how it paf&'d. 

Times lofs is not to be repair'd, 
Life's to an inftant well compar'd - 9 
What, when life polls away fo faft, 
Can days appear fo long to laft ? 

Princefi whole worth above thy age, 
All hearts at two courts can engage * 

I 3 Yow 
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You ufefully that time employ. 
By youth confum'd in rapid joy. 

The genius given by heavy benign, 
You ftrivc to polifh and refine, 
By ftudtes which at once unite 
Inftru&ions folid with delight. 

'Tis beft the mind (hou'd be employed. 
Indolence leaves a craving void; 
The foul is like a fubtle fire, 
Which if not fed muft foon expire. 
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♦To the Duke of Rich lieu, Marftial ot 
France, in whofe honour the Senate o 
Genoa had juft before caufed a ftati. 
to be ere&cd. 



Your uncle with lefs luftre (hone. 
His glory was not fo far known ; 
He doubtlefs would have jealous been. 
If he that monument had feen, 
Which you in youthful days acquir'd, 
When univerfally admir'd, 
And thought the wonder of your age, 
For talents which all hearts engage* 
To take a model of that face, 
The court of Venus form'd to grace ; 
Of love he had made choice alone, 
That God to changing ever prone ; 

# Written at Luntville, the 1 8th of November, 1748! 



T 



O thee as her deliverer prais'd, 
A ftatue Genoa has rais'd ; 
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Lefs (oh had he the features made, 

Vertumnus face he had difplay'd, 

The graces of the young and gay 

Courtier at length mult pais away ; 

Your glory will encreafe with age, 

Your air will then appear more fage : 

At this you're not at all content, 

You wilh life cou'd in love be fpent, 

But pleafures were not made to laft, 

They hurry to their period faft ; 

But fti!l your influence you'll maintain, 

By wit and valour ftlll you'll reign. 

The features of Richlieu the rover, 

The gallant, gay, and favourM lover, 

In miniature £hall oft be found, 

In boxes which fhall much abound ; 

With fkill by famous Mace wrought, 

For Richlieu's fake by many bought : 

But thofe of Richlieu, the vi&orious, 

Support of armies, heroe glorious ; 

Richlieu, who could prote£ by arms 

A commonwealth in dire alarms ; 

Thefe are more pleafing to my fight, 

They give me more fincer* delight. 
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I aik your pardon, you are not quite 
So fage, tho* ftill preparM to fight ; . 
Altho* you can a city fave, 
Yot^re not a patriot ftern and grave. 
I would not have the world be told 
That you are grown auftere and old 5 
Who did at Fontenoy difplay 
Such courage on that glorious day ; 
Againft the foe your thuiider lance, 
And crown with victory flying France. 
Lavifli of life you in the field 
With terror made the allies yield ; 
When England, Auftria, envy lay 
Vanquifli'd, you came without delay ; 
To Paris Cyprian wars to wage, 
Subdue by love not hoftile rage. 
Love's wings and times you have curtail^ 
In love and war alike prevail'd ; 
For ladies you can break a lance, 
Juft as for Oenoa and France. 
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ODES. 

Upon Fanaticism ♦ 

J^SPASIA, whole heroic mind 

Nobly afpires the truth to find ; 
Who in philofophy profound, 
The nature of thy God haft found. 
You know that being great, firpreme, 
From you his emanations beam * - 
Of all his works the mofl complcat* 
Your genius (hews that he is great i 
You worthy homage to him pay, 
O'er you weak error bears no fway. 
But as you wifely ftill rtp£t 
The errors of the godl efs fed : 



• This ode was written m the year 1734. It was inferifced to 
the famous marchionefs du Chaftelet, whofe genius was admired 
hy all the men of true learning, and sdltbcwitt of Europe. 

FaaatioUbrt 
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Fanaticifm's rage unblefl 
You fly and equally deteft ; 
You worfbip the eternal power 
Without falfe zeal, aufterely four ; 
Falfczeal, which tygot fouls infpires, 
And oft with rage deftru&ive fires. 
A fubje& thus fincere and juft* * 
Before his monarch's throne auguft, 
Free from all fervile awe can ftand, 
Not flatter like the courtly band* 

Fanaticifm's frantic flame 
Firft from religion's altars came ; 
That fiend profanes her rights divine, 
And men with horror fly the flume*. 
Religion, he profanes thy nun^ 
Thy kindred he prefumes to claim ^ 
From you, that horrid peft of earth 
Pretends that he derives his birth. 
Could fuch a mother e'e* bccurft 
With fueh a- fen of fiends the worft. 

Sometimes we in an atheift's mind 
Humanity's /air virtues find ; 
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Their error always to their heart 

Does not contagion vile impart. 

* Defbarreaux was with mildnefs bleft, 

Juftice and candor fill'd his breaft : 

The God, with whom he drove in vain 

A fenfelefc combat to maintain, 

His weaknefs with companion view'd, 

And with fome worth his foul endu'd. 

I own, I (hou'd be much inclined 

To pity him as mad and blind; 

Who in his folly fhould deny 

That the fun's rays pervade the iky* 

A man does not fo much blafpheme 

Denying God the judge fupreme, 

As when he paints him to mankind y 

As cruel, and to wrath inclin'd, 

Taking delight inhuman woes, 

His creatures treating as his foes. 

When man by error is mifiead, 
When fuperftition turns his head, 



* Defbarreaux was a counfellor of parliament $ when he made 
Jus clieits wait any coofidcrablc tune* he pud the fuit cofts. 

When 
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When that chimera's baleful force 
Has poifbn'd pure religions fburce, 
His heart relentlefs grows, arid hard, 
Accefe to reafon is debarr'd ; 
His fury nothing can ailwage, 
Hisjuftice then is turned to rage ; 
No more compunction he can feel, 
But facrilege commits thro* zeal. 

In that Court, by the French profcrib'd, 
Whofe horrors fcarce can be de&rib'd, 
In that curft court where truth's prophan'd, 
Reafon by ignorance enchain'd ; 
The reverend tyrants without fhame 
Made Galileo truth difclaim. 
Thy lyftem, oh ! illuftrious (age, 
Abjure to calm their barbarous rage. 

In the moft filent hour of night 
See Paris fill'd with dire affright > 
See carnage raging alt around, 
Thouiand& eacpiringjon the ground ; 
Brothers by brothers llain expire, 
Thefoaaflaifinate thefiie* 

Againft 
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Agamft the hufband fee the wife 
In frenzy turn the murderous knife; 
Inhuman priefts their rage excite, 
In blood and flaughtcr they delight. 

Noted for manners mild, and mirth, 
Can the French owe to thefe their birth ? 
You Janfenifts and Moliniffa, who 
Each other with fuch hate purfue ; 
Who fierce difputes and contefts hold, 
As Grecian Sophifls did of old ; 
Fear leaft your quarrels (hould once more 
Occafion bloodflied as before. 
With lefs of furious rage contend, 
You know not where your jars may end. 

The Grecian feges you defpife, 
Tho* by the world reputed wife j 
Their ignorance dark as fhades of nighf, 
Is diflipated by your light : 
But tho'fuch guides were weak and blind, 
Tho* oft they might miflead mankind, 
They ne'er made perfecution rage, 
Copy their moderation fege. 

Their 
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Their various errors you may blame, 
But let your mildnefs be the fame. 

Ye wretches, would you comprehend 
Religion's nature and 'its end, 
Behold Marfeilles, when every gale 
Did peftilcnce and death exhale, 
When the tomb fwallow'd up the dead, 
The land when ruin overfpread 
The towns of citizens, the plains 
Deprived of the induftrious fwains, 
And Terror fill'd each neighbouring ftate, 
Leaft they fhould (hare it's haplefs fate, 

* The good Belzuns then (trove to fave 
His Flock from the devouring grave : 
Langeron prodigal of bteath, 
Brav'd all the fierce attacks of death. 
Whilftyou ftrain'd hard with labour vain 
Your trivial dogmas to fuftain ; 



* Mr. de Belzuns, Bifhop of Marfeilles, and Mr. de Lange. 
ron 9 the governor, in pcrfon, adininiitered remedies to the infect- 
ed i tho* the priefts and phyficiasu would not venture to somi 
near them. 

Am 
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And all your conferences were full 
Of father Quenel, and the bull; 
Points, by the knowing, valu'd not, 
And which will ihortly be forgot. 

Muft we, to inftruft the human race, 
Humanity itfelf deface ? 
Muft hatred's torch light on the way, 
Leaft we from facred truth Ihould ftray i 
The man who can compaffion {hew, 
Whole heart can feel another's woe, 
Can by example virtue teach, 
Seems moft perfuafively to preach* 
The pedant, with o'er weening pride, 
Intent to argue and decide, 
Who blows up perfection's flame, 
A vile impoftor we Ihou'd name. 
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Infcribed to the gentlemen of the Academy of 
Sciences, who failed to the Polar Circle, and 
the Line, in order to afcertain the figure of 
the earth. 

OH truth fublime ! Urania, heavenly maid ! 
Bright emanation of the eternal mind, 
By whom all nature's fecrets are difplay'd, 

Who range the heavens with fpirit unconfin'd. 

Whilft you thofe heroes o'er the Teas attend, 
Sages and minifters of thy facred laws, 

From the equator or the pole, attend 
The words of one that's zealous in thy caufc. 

On what great bufinefs are thy fons intent ? 
They mean to pull the vail from nature's face ; 

On 
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hi moft important truths their minds are hent, 
To find earths mafs, its figure and its fpace. 

rheir voyage has even rous'd the filent (hades, 

I fee thofe Grecian heroes ghofts arife, 
Chiefs whom inCokhos, the admiring maids 

Beheld in times of yore with ravifh'd eyes. 

5fe Argonautes, ye demi-gods of Greece, 
The twins and Orpheus, thou whofe fure addrefs, 

Found means to win the much fam'd golden fleece, 
And fair Medea's charms divine poflels. 

When our fam'd worthies labours you behold, 
Your own exploits you view with confcious fhame ; 

The brigbteft glories of the times of old 
Are vanquifli'd, and eclips'd by modem fame* 

Whene'er Greece fpoke the liffning world admired 5 
And even her faMhoods cou'd regard obtain ; 

Her writers were by vanity infpir'd, 
Higlily to celebrate atchievements vain. 

Happ/ 
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Happy the firft in glory's great career, 
They're ftill fuccefsful in acquiring fan* ; 

Whilft thofe who later in the lifts appear, 
By all their efforts fcarce procure a name. 

Falfhood in memory's temple makes abode, 
And graves there by credulity's weak hand, 

Annals which muft to ev'ry age be lhew'd, 
Which as the monuments of truth muft ftand. 

Thofe rabies, oh ! Urania, heavenly maid, 
Thofe names illuftrious ufurp'd deface 5 

By thee be to <h* admiring world difplay'd, 
Of real heroes the illuftrious race. 

The Genoefe, who the new world firft found, 
Cortez who vanquiflTd it, with great furprizc, 

Seeing our fages earth extent fail round, 
In terms like thefe extoll'd the enterprife. 

Our great atchievements were by all men prais'd, 
Our glorious a&ions nonecbuld emulate, 

Thofe to whom mortals oft have altars rais'd, 
Were lefs entitled to the name of great. 

We 



Digitized by 



ODES. 173 

We have done much, 'tis taie, you hare done more* 

Plutus was in America our guide ; 
Virtue's your leader, Whilft you earth explore. 

Your breafts refolv'd in virtue ftill confide. 

Whilft thus they fpoke, Newton from heaven look'd 
down, 

Newton upon them fix'd his piercing eyes, 
And faid, your labours (hall my labours crown, 
Like me to glory's fummit you fhall rife. 

Whilft mortals, objects of contempt and fcorn, 

Under the yoke of prepofleffion bend - y 
Wretches who might as well have ne'er been born, 

Since e'er they learn to live their lives they end. 

To truth let your immortal fpirits foar, 

Pour on all minds bright truth's refulgent day ; 

To you the mighty God whom you adore, 
Has given of his divinity a ray. 

It is his pleafure that you cultivate. 
The genius which he only can beftow $ 

He that }nftru£ts mankind is truly great, 
The noblcft objedt we behold below. 

But 
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But above all that monfter envy fly, 

And its curft offspring which with hellifh ire* 
Furfues all merit. Envy fure fhould die, 

lit thofe pure fouls who to the heavens afpirc. 

Let a vile Zoilus, who carps at all. 

Revile each genius who adorns the age j 
Let him his venal quill ftill dip in gall, 

AA bafcly, write with rancour and with rage. 

Copy thofe blefled fpirits, thofe ions of light, 
Who in the empyreum wear a ftarry crown ; 

Who like the great firft mover from the height 
Qf heaven, on mortals look propitious down. 
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Upon the Peace concluded in 1736. 

ETNA within his cavern dire, 
Thunder conceals and liquid fire ; 
On earth the fiery torrent pours, 
And its inhabitants devours. 
Your fleps afflided Driads turn 
From dreary plains which always burn : 
Thofe caverns where hell feems to breath 
In fire and fulphur from beneath ; 
Thofe gulfs which to deep Tartarius bend, 
Their furious floods inceflant fend. 

More fierce and terrible the Po, 
Makes his fierce ftream his banks o'erflow j - 
Pours thro 9 the plain his furious -waves, 
Foams, and with dreadful uproar raves : 

K He 
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He fpreads deftru&ion thro' the plain, 
Tright, terror, death, compofe his train y 
And thro' Ferrara's fire conveys 
The fpoils of nations to the Teas. 

This war where elements contend, . ~ v 
Who heavens expance with fury rend ; 
Thefe fliocks by which all nature quakes, 
By which earth's folid bails fhakes : 
.Scourges of heaven which oft appear 

r 

To hang o'er this fad hemifphere ; 
Are all difafters much lefs dire, 
Than ftatefmen who too high afpire ; 
From them lefs defolation (prings, 
Than from the dangerous feuds of kings. 

From India's verge to Gallia's £hore, 
One family the fun rolls o'er : 
O'er this love only ftill fhou'd reign^ 
And union amongft all maintain. 
Mortals you're bound by facred tye, 
Therefore thofe cruel arms lay by ; . 
Can you advantage gain by fight { 
: Can you in havock find delight ? 

When 
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When you're funk in death's difinal gloom. 
What blifs expe& you in the tomb i 

Thofe foldiers well deferve applaufe, 
Who combat in their countries caufe j 
But you for hire your lives expofe, 
You're paid to combat other's foes : 
You die to prop fome tyrant's throne, 
Some tyrant to your eyes unknown ; 
You're hired afiaffins to defend 
Lords, who ill pay you in the end. 

Such are thofe greedy birds of prey, 
Thofe animal* wfco man obey, 
Who can their native fiercenefe tame, 
And teach them to purfue their game ; 
The founding horn excites their rage, 
And makes them ardent to engage ; 
They headlong pour upon the game, 
Not led by int'reft, choice, or fame j 
The vi&ory they ftrive to gain, 
Altho* no prize they can obtain, 

K z . Italy; 
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Italy, climate of delight, 
How much yoif fufierM by the fight i 
With defolation cover'd o'er, 
You're Europe's garden now no more ! 
An army of confederate powers, 
With greedinefs your crops devours * 
Altho' the curs'ddeftru&ive band, 
Vow'd to reveqge your injur'd land ; 
Ravag'd and defqjate you fight 
To aflert a foreign mailer's right. 

Let kings be arm'd, yet difcords ceafe, 

Let them all reign like gods of peace ; 

Let them the thunder bear on high, 

But never lance it thro' the Iky. 

The faithful ihepherd who befriends 

His flock, and with due* care attends i 

By care and diligence obtains 

Th' applaufe of all the neighbouring fwams 
» 

Unpitied may that ihepherd die, 
Who let's his flocks neglefled lie, 
Who can his fleecy care expofe, 
To periih by the wolves their foes. 
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In that king's fame, can I take part, 
Whofe frenzy ftabs me to the heart : 
A king at whofe capricious will, 
My hearts blood I'm obltg'd to fpill i * 
When I'm by indigence opprefs'd, 
Difeas'd, depriv'd of needful reft ; 
Say, (hall my lot more blefs'd appear, 
When I our princes glories hear ; 
Shall my diftrefies all be o'er, 
If German plains are drench'd in gore ? 
Colbert, whofe praifes we refound, 
Who planted arts on Gallic ground : 
France (hall revere you as a fage, 
Pofterity in ev'ry age 
Shall own you born the land to blefs, 
And Louvois be applauded lefs ; 
Louvois, who with ambition dire, 
-Set the Palatinate on fire; 
And Holland to deftroy afpir'd, 
Had with his fury fate confpir'd. 

Let Lewis even in (Recline, 
Still as the greateft monarch fliine : 
K 3 
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But may he wifely fame acquire,. 
Not to the conqueror's wreath afpire j 
Lewis in peace claims juft applaufe, 
His fubje&s all revere his laws $ 
Their happinefs from Lewis fprings, 
Lewis the greateft, beft of kings. 
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To the King of Prussia upon his accellion to 



T Length arrive* the Weft aufpicious day, 
Which (beds iti kindeft influence on thee* 



Whilft others with thy exalted ftate to fee. 

Fly hence you fanatic, ye fraudful bands,' 
Ye perfccutori who enflave the mind j 

Whofe fouls implacable and frantic hands, 
Delight in carnage, and deftiu&ion find. 

Shall odious calumny ftill lift her head ? 
. Monfter thou didft, with curfed rage infpir'd, 
On fam'd Defcartes and Bayle thy venom Ihed, 
On Wolfe who Leibnitz to approach afpir'd. 



the throne. 



A day which fills thee only with difmay, 



K 4 



You 



Digitized by 



Google 



182 ODES 

You from the facred altar took a fword, 

Whole point you turn'd againft each far-fam'd fage ; 
By the fame weapon fhall your breaft be gor'd, 

Your blood {hall expiate your frantic rage. 

He ftrikes, you die, his arm aflerts truths caufe; 

Truth is reftor'd, and error difappears ; 
Philofophy is freed from tyrant laws, 

The face of nature glorious freedom chears. 

And you, your odious rules, by Borgia taught. 

The art in gov'rning mankind to opprefs ; 
The art.of crimes with vileft maxims fraught, 
The art which tyrants openly profefs. 

May you to oblivion ever be confign'd, 

With too much eafe men learn thedang'rous art s 
The crafts of policy fliew a narrow mind, 

The beft of ftatefmen has a genVous heart. 

The annals of all nations ampjy (hew, 
That tyrants never tafted fweet repofe, 

But fuffer all their lives unceafing woe, 
As th?y on others bring a load of woes. 

They 
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They died with infamy, they died with rage^ 
Put Trajan, Titus, Antoninus wife ; 

The ornaments and bleffings of their age 
Liv'd Weft, and calmly clos'd their dying eyes. 

In thee thofe heroes fhall again arffe, 

Virtue with happinefe fliall ftill be crown'd ; 

You may with juftice claim fair virtue's prize, 
Since in you ev'ry royal virtue's found. 

Upon the throne we now behold a fage, 
A bleffing which men rarely can obtain ; 

He who is able to inftru& the age, 

Is doubtlefs worthy o'er mankind to reign. 

Prefumptuous ignorance long has fpurn'd the head 
Of patient merit, which defencelefs lay j 

The fury dar'd on fciences to tread, 
And virtue's felf was forced to bear her fway. 

Immers'd in foft delights, the courtly train 

Think man was never born the truth to koow ; 

All knowledge they defpife as weak and vain, 
Tho' fcience can content of mind beftow. 

K 5 Duncas 
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Dunces to truth can fcarcely ope their eyes, 

. Their fouls are wrapt in darknefs black as night j 

Behold a Northern Solomon arife, 

Approach Barbarians to the fburcc of light. 
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Upon the death of the Emperor Charles the 



HE Cedar which folong defied the rage 



ground ; 

That cedar which cou'd flourifh even in age, 
And with its boughs o'erlhade the ftates around. 
The ftroke is given, the cedar dies, 
And on the plain extended lies. 

Behold the king of kings fupreme in power, 
Death from his brow has thirty diadems torn ; 

His power extenfive's vanifh'd in an hour, 

Crowns can't preferve the men by whom they're 
worn. 

Oh, haughty race ! oh, race auguft ! 
You now are levell'd with the duft. 

# Written in November 17401 
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The tomb abforbs his very name, 

He's now no longer the renown'd ; 
That he once reign'd is all his fame, 
No courtiers now his praife re found. 

Thus kings when once life's breath is fled, 
Are number'd with the vulgar dead. 

Ah ! wherefore did he not his fquadrons head, 

Where Eugene delug'd deep the enfanguin'd field ; 
His numerous cohorts by their monarch led, 
Had made the allied army quit the field. 
Their arms the Empire had upheld, 
And the invading Turks repell'd. 

Had he not idly loker'd in a town, 

And none but his own chiefs with dread inipir'd; 
Had he to pull the haughty Sultan down, 
Warm with ambitions noble flame afpirtl. 
Had he fell Turkifh rage reftrain'd, 
And from his fubje&s blood refrain'd. 

All war declining like a monarch fage, 
Had he to mankind (hewn himfclf a friend; 

With 
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With virtue, arts, and plenty, blefs'd the age, 
And to alarms and difcord put ah end* 
* Reviv'd the peace to Rome once known, 
When great Auguftus fiU'd the throne. 

Then fame had round him wavM her purple wings, 

With glorious light his head incircled round : 
He had been plac'd amongft illuftrious kings, 
He had been as a patriot king renown'd. 
Happy had been the monarchs fate, 
Efteem'd not only good but great. 

I don't the harmonious art of yerfe profane, 

I do not dip my pen in fatires gall ; 
Apollo difapproves the audacious ft rain, 
I muft not one reproachful word let fall. 
I muft not by one (ingle line 
Offend a king, the royal power's divine. 

But faired truth, impartial goddefs fame, 
Thou to whofe orders mortals ftill attend ; 

Love of mankind, which does my breaft inflame, 
Your needful fuccour to my genius lend. 
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Do you my lays infpire. 
Mortals I'll teach to afpire. 



S. 



Monarchs death cites you to that court auguft, 

Wherein pofterity, a judge moft fage, 
Shall pa fs on you a fentence wife an 4 juft, 
Trailing the depofitions of your age, 
'Tis to pofterity alone, 
The real worth of kin^s is known. 
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* To the Queen of Hungary. 

PRINCESS defcended from that noble race, 
Which ftill in danger held the imperial throne, 
Who human^nature and thy fex doft grace, 
Whofe virtues even thy foes are forc'd to own. 

The gen'rous French, as fierce as they're polite, 
Who to true glory conftantly afpire ; 

Whilft obftinately they againft thee fight, 
Thy virtue and great qualities admire* 

The French and Germans leagued by wond'rous 
tyes, 

Make chriftendom one difmal fcene of woe ; 
And from their friendfhip greater ills arife, 
Than e'er did from their longeft quarrels flow. 

* Written the 30th of June, 1742. 

Thu* 
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Thus from the equator, and the frozen pole, 

The impetuous winds drive on with headlong force; 
Two clouds, which as they on each other roll, 

Forth from their fable fkirts the thunder force. 

Do . virtuous kings fuch ruin then ordain ? 

A calm they promife, but excite a ftorm : 
Felicity we hope far from their reign, 

Whilft they with (laughter dire the earth defbrnu 

Oh ! Fleury, wife and venerable fage, m 

Whom good ne'er dazzles, danger ne'er alarms ; 

Who doll exceed the antient Neftor's age : 
Muft Europe never ceafe to be in arms ? 

Would thou couldft hold with prudent fteady hand, 
Europa's ballance, fliut up Janus flirine ; 

Make feuds and difcords ceafe at thy command, 
And bring from heaven Aftrea, maid divine. 

Wou'd France's trcafures were difpers'd no more, 
But prudently within the realm applyM j 

Opulence to our cities to reftore, 
And make it flourilhing on ev'ry fide, 

You 
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You arts from heaven, and from the mufes fprung, 

Whom Lewis brought triumphant into France ; 
Too long your hands were idle, lyres unftrung, 

*Tis time te ftart from fo profound a trance. 

Your labours are of lading glory fure, 

Whilft warlike pomps, the triumphs of a day, 

Blaze for a moment, never long endure, 
But foon like fleeting fhado ws pafs away. 
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Upon tkc Epic Poets. 

TH £ anticnt Homer I admire, 
Replete with faults, but full of fire* 
He like the heroes of his time, 
Is a great pratlcr, but fublimc. 

Virgil cou'd greater charms impart 
To' poetry, and had more art: 
But tie his fire with Dido fpcnds, ^ 
And with Lavinia coldly ends. 

Too much of magic and falfe graces, 
Taffo below both poets places j 
But his two heroines heavenly charms, 
Have force, that critic rage difarms. 

Milton, tho' more fublime than thefe, 
Does not fo much a reader pleafe : 

He 
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He wrote in ftrange fantaftic flights, 
For madmen, angels, hellifli fprights. . 

'Twouid be prefumption but to name 
Myfelf with bards fo dear to fame ; 
*Tis death alone that ean decree, - 
What place (hall be confign'd to me. 

You who by wit and beauty fbine, 
Who charm the world by grace divine * 
In your a&dions, if I find < 
A place, Pm firit of human kind. 
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IF you wou'd have mc love once more, 
The blifsful age of love reftore i 
From wines free joys, and lovers cares, 
Relentlefs time who no man fparee, 
Urges me quickly to retire, 
And no more to fuch blifs afpire. 

From fuch aufterity exa£r, 
Let's, if we can, fome good extra£l j 
Whofe way of thinking with his age 
Suits not, can ne'er be deem'd a fage. 

Let fprighdy youth its (allies gay, 
Its follies amiable difplay ; 
Life to two moments is confin'd, 
Let one to wifdom be confign'd. * 

You 
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You fweet delufions of my mind, 
Still to my ruling palfion kind, 
Which always brought a fure relief* 
To life's accurft companion grief. 
Will you for ever from me fly, 
And mult I joylefs, friendlefs die. 

No mortal e'er religns his breath 
I fee, without a double death ; 
Who loves, and is belov'd no more, 
His haplefs fate may well deplore ; 
Life's lofs may eafily be born, 
Of love bereft man is forlorn. 

'Twas thus thofe pleafures I lamented, 
Which I fo oft in youth repented ; 
My foul replete with foft defire, ^ 
Vainly regretted youthful fire. 

But friendihip then, celeftial maid, 
From heaven defcended to my aid $ 
Lefs lively than the amorous flame, 
Altho' her tendernefc the fame* 

The 
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The charms of friendfhip I admir'd, 
My foul was with new beauty fir'd ; 
I then made one in friendfhip's train, 
But deftitute of love complain. 
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PHILOSOPHICAL POEMS 

UPON 

VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 

Upon the nature of Virtue, 

THE fpacious earth refounds fair virtues fame, 
The pulpit, bar, and ftage, of her declamej 
Virtue, 'tis faid, can fometimes penetrate 
To courts, and lurk behind the pomp of Hate. 
Virtue's a facred name, we always hear 
The word pronounced with a delighted ear. 
Mortals will ever cultivate deceit, 
And (harpers, greater fharpers ftill defeat : 
Thus the deluded French blank tickets draw, 
Tickets invented by the impoftor Law : 
That fool of Scotland, quite engrofs'd by pelf> 
Who dup'd all mankind, and then dup'd himfclf. 
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What's virtue? Say great Brutus, dear to fame, 
Exclaim'd expiring, virtue's but a name. 
To Zeno's followers 'twas fo little known, 
They thought all virtue apathy alone. 
The Eaftern Dervice pours to heaven his prayer, 
With arms ereft, and with a frantic air, 
Dancing like mad, he loud invokes the (kies, 
And naming Mahomet in circles flies ; 
And when awhile he has in circles run, 
He thinks the noble tafk of virtue done. 
With hempen girdle, and unblulhing face, 
A monk brim full of ignorance and grace, 
Does thro' the nofe his ritual rehearfe, 
And fings pfalms render'd ill in Latin verfe : 
May piety like this a blefling find, 
But what good hence refults to human kind ? 
To him true virtue never fure was known, 
Who docs no good but to himfelf alone. 
When he who truths divine to mortals taught, 
Was before Pilate by vile traitors brought : 
What is the truth the Roman Praetor cried, 
With all the haughty roajefty of pride ? 
The man divine, who all truth cou'd explain, 
Made no reply, but filence and difdain. 

This 
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This filcnt eloquence may fenre to {hew 

That men were never made the truth to know ; 

But when a ilmple citizen, infpir'd 

With love of truth, the gods advice requir'd j 

When as a fage difciple he explored, 

How God by mortal man fhou'd be ador'd ; 

The heavenly envoy, with the fubje& fir'd, 

Declar'd the truth, the truth by God infpir'd, 
* 

And in one word the will divine expreft, 
Love God, and love his creatures to be Weft. 
This is the law divine, the heavens above 
Explain'd man's duty when they bid to love ; 
The world is full of vi(?e, the man who flies, 
Mankind can't virtuous be deem'd, but wife : 
Man fhou'd himfelf, and all .mankind befriend, 
Whither fanatick does thy phrenzy tend ? 
Wherefore that jaundic'd cheek, that haggard face, 
* Why thofe convulfions, that unequal pace ? 
Againft the age you rave and ftraight repair, 
To cant at leifure with fome pious fair : 
There faints run mad with ftrange conmlfiom foar, 
To heaven and God like men poflefsM 1 



* Alludes to a left, which went 
fiouai-ie*. 
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There mounted on a ftage they make loud cries* 
Work miracles, and tell prophetic lies j 
Thither the Wind repair relief to find, 
But to their * manfion back return blind 5 
THe lame man leaping falls, the holy band 
Lead back the wretch, a crutch in either hand 5 
The deaf who dull and void of fenfe appears, 
Liftens attentive, tho' he nothing hears : 
Meantime a troupe devout with tranfport fir'd, 
And by the foolifh multitude admir'd 5 
Preach to weak girls, who willingly give ear, 
That the laft dreadful day is drawing near. 
Some fouls in fuch things much delight can find, 
But don't lome duties ftill more ftrongly bind ? 
Why does thy friend in . want and ficknefs lie, 
Why do you to him needful aid deny ? 
With fuch as you falvation's for the great, 
The poor alone can mifs a blifsful ftate. 
This judge, they fay, is upright and auftere, 
Nothing can mollify his foul fevere : 



• The hofpital of ihe quinzc-vingt, founded at Paris by St. 
* Lewis, and occupied by 300 blind men. 

But 
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I underftand he makes mankind detcft 
His power, fince rigour always fteels his bread. 
But was his hand e'er known the world to blefs, 
Did he e'er fuccour virtue in diftrefs ? 
Did he e'er ferve, or even protect by law, ! 
The man who ftands in court with humble awe ? 
His rigour to the guilty* has been (hewn, 
The man's not juft who punifhes alone. 
The juft are ftill benevolent. Long fince, 
The wicked minifter of a virtuous prince, 
Thus dar'd his curs'd fuggeftions to impart, 
Timantes is a Calvinift in heart ; 
A work of Calvin's at his houfe was feen, 
Such odious heretics you fhou'd not fcreen ; 
He (hou'd in prifon all his life be pent, 
Or fent into perpetual banilhment. 
This anfwer ftraight return 'd the prince auguft, 
Timantes I have faithful found and juft; 
That courtiers faults indeed to light you brmg, 
But you forget how well he fervd his king. 
This monarch's truly noble, wife difcourfe 
Inculcates virtue with a fermon's force. 
Shall fraud and infolent pretenfions claim, 
Even facred virtue's venerable name f 

L 3 
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Shall Germont weak difpenfer of the laws, 
Who, when Sejanus raves, wont plead my caufe* 
The infipid Cyrus, he whofe only care 
Is to be prais'd, and fupper to prepare : 
Shall thefe prophane fair virtue's facred name ? 
Virtue with fcorn reje£h the fenfelefs claim. 
It is not due to thefe, but him who glows 
With tendernefs, and friendlhip's duties know*; 
Norman and Cochin virtuous I confefs, 
Whofe eloquence protefted orphans blefi j 
It is not due vile * Mannori to thee, ' 
Who fell thy anger for a paltry fee j 
Who eloquence converted to a trade, 
And not a pleading, but a libel made : 
Judge to whofe zeal right reafon is the guide, 
In fpeech De Thou, a Pucelle' to decide j 
A tender friend, a generous patron known, 
That thou art virtuous fure all men muft own. 
Enjoy that title, thou whom men revere, 
With wifdom thou art juft, but not auftere : 



* A wretched lawyer, who being out of practice, and re* 
duced to abfolute beggary, had otten received pecuniary afliit- 
ance from the author, and aflcrwaids pleaded againft liim in a 
nwli lidiculous manner. 

t -Thou 
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Thou amidft the dazzling pomp of awful ftate, 
Art lov'd as virtuous, not malign'd as great. 
An author, whofe prolific pen compos cl 
Plans various, which to mankind he proposed j 
Who long wrote for ungrateful men alone, 
Has coin'd a word to Vaugelas unknown. 
This word I like, this word was made to impart 
Ideas of virtue to the human heart. 
You pedants, you grammarians of the fchools, 
Who meafure fyllables, and frame new rules : 
To you the expreffion may too bold appear* 
But furely it muft pleafe each virtuous ear. 
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Upon the Events of the Year 1744. 

SHALL France be for ever with folly o'erfpread ? 
Timon, with felf-fufficiency, laft winter faid* 
Timon who Antiquity's great worth proclaims, 
And againft his own times, tho* quite ignorant, 
declaims* 

His way towards Flanders why does cur king bend, 
Cries he, why abfurdly is he bent to defend, 
Why would he the throne of the Caefars uphold 
Attack'd both by huflars and Englifli gold ? 
The young prince of Conti's wits furely nuift fail, 
Elfc Italy's mountains he'd not try to fcale, 
And near Nice, with a king crown'd with conqueft, 
to fight 

Jpon frozen mountains of fuch a vaft height. 
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To pais thofc heaps of fnow which almoft meet the fky 
To this Icarus has Dedal us wings given to fly, 
In order his valor in flight to difplay,. 
Like Hannibal, can he thro* rocks cut his way ? 
He growls, Conti flies, and with hafte to engage, 
The young with him fly, nor fee dangers like age 5 
The fquadrons with fpeed pafs the Var's rapid waves 
The river in terror rolls backward and raves ; 
They pafs torrents, rocks, craggy monn tarns, abifles>_ 
And beliege the Alps fummit where the heavens it 
kifles ; 

They brave even the thunder, and on every fide 
Nature, art, and the enemy are yielding defcrl'd. 
# Conti who was cenfur'd, men a Hannibal call j 
But he does not like Hannibal, at Capua, fpoil all. 
You cenfurers fcvere has his glory abounded ? 
With Nice and Demont you are fairly confounded. 
But whilft before Conti Alps fink to a plain, 
And Englifh failors quake with fear on the main, 
Lewis fills all with terror on the banks of th* 
Scheld, 

And the Dutch by their fears are from troubling him 
withheld. 

L 5; froth 
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Both ftatefmen and generals by the Lme zea! 
excited, 

With their prince take the field, by war's terrors 
delighted. 

The (hades of great Conde and great Lewis, Com- 
* i manders 

Renown'd, both acknowledge their defendants in 

Flanders. 

Envy's filent, the Prince is applauded by aft y 
For one month vile Zoilus fhed not thy gall : 
The old politician with a cane in his hand, 
Now points out where Ypre, Furne, and Meniiv 
Hand. 

Tis thus when at Paris in a well -written piece, 
A poet haA rival'd or furpafs'd antient Greece,. 
All malice confounded it's ill defign miffes, 
The fpe&ator applauds while the bad Poet huTes t 
Thus tho' Bully wrote with fell fury infpir'd, 
Luxemburgh and Turenne our fore-fathers admir'dl 
Tho' the French have a trivial and ironical fpirit, 
Tljjey-always admire and acknowledge true merit; 
There are none that difcover or applaud merit fafter, 
Thsir equal they love, and they honour their matter. 

• Virtue 
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Virtue plac'd on the throne fhines with luftre moft 
bright, 

And the world's example is the world's delight. 
We found when the fever, dire agent of fate, 
Pale, hollow-ey'd, haggar'd, with hobbling gate, 
Made Lewis the great fall a victim to death, 
And efcap'd from war's danger in peace yield his 
breath. 

For Germanfcus death Roman eyes were lefs welted j 

His lofs by the world was not fo much regretted, 

And the tranfport of joy it difcover'd was lefs 

When Antoninus recover'd the world to blefs. 

In th' expreflions of for row and joy that we made 

Our hearts fpoke aloud, Love alone was difplay'd, 

Paris never its paffions fhew'd at other times 

By fo many bonefires, or fo many bad rhymes. 

The poetical fpirit great king then abounded, 

And the mufes the glory of the Monarch refounded. 

The throne's luftre never wes brighter than now, 

But laurels are withered on every brow. 

Beware both my profe and my verfe to appear, » 

>TwouM be fad difgrace todifpleafe Lewis's ear : 

Ytt 
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Yet bards ever to the high honour lay claim 
Of conducing the heroe to the temple of fame ; 
But without us the heroe to find his way knows* 
And the monareh his glory to himfelf enly owes. 
Such a king every age and each nation adtpires* 
The dying man praifes him e'er he expires ; 
from father to fon. the great worth's handed down 
Of a king who with honour has worn the crown ; 
And his name* which by mankind is lov'd without, 
meafure, 

In ages remote is repeated with pleafure. 
If> great king, fome author with true genius 
writing, 

The thoughts of your people fincerely reciting,. 
Shou'd addrefs himfelf to you by the great art of 
verfe, 

And your virtues to mankind without flatt'ry rehearfe,. 
A tafte you perhaps to his numbers might take,. 
And* excufe the elogium for the genius's fake : 
Your favours perhaps might Parnaflus inflame,. 
And poets for gLary might put in their claim. 
Encouragement's potent, 'tis that which imparts. ^ 
New vigor and life to the languilhing arts $ 
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And often a monarch's difcerning fight 
Modeft merit difcovers that flies from the light ; 
Encouragement each charming art can infpire > 
The favour of monarchs fans poetical fire* 



THE 
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• The WORDLY MAN. 

^\THERS may with regret complain 

That 'tis not fair Aftrea's reign, 
That the fam'd golden age is o'er 
That Saturn, Rhea rule no more : 
Or, to fpeak in another ftile, 
That Eden's groves no longer fmile. 
For my part, I thank nature fage, 
That flie has plac'd me in this age : 
Religionifts may rail in vain ; 
I own, I like this age profane ; 
I love the pleafures of a court ; 
I love the arts of every fort ; 



* This Poem was written in 1736. 'Tis a p ; ece of humour 
founded upon philuf>phy and the public good; it's dcfign is ex- 
plafn'd in the poem following. See likewife Mr. deMehwa's Jet- 
tor to the Countefs of Venue. 

Magnificence, 
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Magnificence, fine buildings, ftrike me j 
In this, each man of fenfe is like me. 
I have, I own, a worldly mind, 
That's pleas'd abundance here to find ^ 
Abundance, mother of all arts, 
Which with new wants new joys imparts 
The treafures of the earth and main, 
With all the creatures they contain : 
Thefe, luxury and pleafures raife 5 
This iron age brings happy days. 
Needful furpurfluous things appear y 
They have joined together either fphere. 
See how that fleet, with canvas wings, 
From Texel, Bourdeaux, London brings,. 
By happy commerce to our fhoros, 
All Indus, and all Ganges ftores 5 
Whilft France, thatpierc'd the Turkifh lines, 
Sultans make drunk with rich French wines, 
Juftat the time of nature's birth, 
Dark ignorance o'erfpread the earth ; 
None then in wealth furpafs'd the reft, 
For naught the human race poffeft. 
Of clothes, their bodres then were ba#e, 
They nothing had, andcou'dnotfhare : 

Then 
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Then too t hey fober were and fage, 

* Martialo liv'd not in that age. 

Eve, firft form'd by the hand divine, 

Never fo much as tafted wine. 

Do you our anceftors admire,' 

Bdcaufe they wore no rich attire ? 

Eafe was like wealth to them unknown, 

Was't virtue ? ignorance alone. 

Wou'd any fool, had he a bed, 

On the bare gfound have laid his head ? 

My fruit-eating firft father, fay, 

In Eden how roll'd time away ? 

Did you work for the human race, 

And clafp dame Eve with clofe embrace ? 

Own that your nails you cou'd not pare, 

And that you wore diforder'd hair, 

That you were fwarthy in complexion, 

And that your amorous affe&ion 

Had very little b tter in't 

Than downright animal inftin&. 

Both weary of the marriage yoke 

You fupp'd each night beneath an oak 

• The anchor of a treatile entitled the French Cook. 

Ob 
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On Millet, Water, and oh Malt, 
And having finiuVd your repair, 
On the ground you were forc'd to lie, 
Expos'd to the inclement Iky : 
Such in the ftate of limple nature 
Is man, a helplefs wretch'd creature. 
Would you know in this curfed age, 
Againft which zealots fo much rage, 
To what men blcfs'd with tafte attend 
In cities, how their time they fpend. 
The arts that charm the human, mind 
All at his houfe a welcome find j 
In building it, the architect 
No grace pafs*d over with neglect. 
To adorn the rooms, at once combine 
PouiEn, Corregio the divine, 
Their works on every pannel plac'd 
Are in rich golden frames incas'd. 
His ftatutes (hew *Bouchardon's (kill, 
Plateof fGermain, his fide- boards fill. 



• A famous ftatuajy, hojn at Cbauraont inCbampagn. 
f An excellent goldfmjth, ^vvhofe defigns and wurks difcover 
the molt exquifite talle. 

The 
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The Gobelins Tapeftry, whofe dye 
Can with the painter's pencil vye* 
With gayeft colouring appear 
As ornaments on every peer. 
From the fuperb falon are feen 
Gardens with Cyprian myrtle green, • 
I fee the fporting waters rife 
By jettcau's alrooft to the fldea. 
But fee the matter's fclf approach 
And mount into his gilded coach,. 
A houfe in motion, to the eyes 
It feems as thro* the Greets it flies. 
I fee him thro* tranfparant ghfftt 
Loll at hiseafe as on he partes. 
Two pliant and elaftic fprings 
Carry him like a pair of wings. 
At Bath, his polifh'd lkin inhales 
Perfumes, fweet as Arabian gales. 
Camargot at the approach of night 
Julia, Goffin by turns invite. 
Love kind and bounteous on him pours 
Of choiceft favours plenteous fhowers. 

t 
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To th* opera houfe he muft repair, 
Dance, fong and mufice charm him there. 
The painter's art toftrike the fight, 
Does there with that bleft art unite j 
The yet more foft, perfuafive flcill, 
Which can the foul with pleafure thrill. 
He may to damn an opera go, 
And yet perforce adrpire Rameau. 
The chearful fupper next invites 
To luxury's lefs refin'd delights. 
How exquifite thofe fauces flavour ! 

Of thofe ragouts I like the favour. 
The man who can in cookery fliine, 

May well be deemed a man divine. 

Clorls and JEgte at each courfe 

Serve me with wine, whofe mighty force 

Makes the cork from the bottle fly 

Like light'ning darting from the Iky. 

Bounce ! to the cieling it afcends, 

And laughter the apartment rends. 

In this froth, juft obfervers fee 

Th* emblem of French vivacity. 

The following day new joys infpires, 

It brings new pleafures and defires. 

Mentor, 
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Mentor, Telamachusdefcant 

Upon frugality, and vaunt 

Your Ithaca and your Salentum 

To antient Greeks, fince they content 'em ; 

Since Greeks in abftinence could find 

Ample fupplies of every kind. 

The work, though not replete with fire, 

I for it's Elegance admire : 

But Til be whipt Salentum thro 9 

If thithe* I my bli& purfue. 

Garden of Eden, much renoun'd, 

Since there the devil and fruit were found, 

Huetius, Calmet, learn'd and bold, 

Inquired where Eden lay of old: 

Tarn not fo critically nice, 

Paris to me's a Paradife* 
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The Worldly Man vindicated, 



An Apology for Luxury. 
T dinner, 'twas one day my cafe 



By a rank bigot to have place, 
Whofaid, I on it might depend 
That hell would have me in the end ; 
And he an angel heaven's hoft in 
Would loudly laugh to fee meroafling. 
Roafling for what ? Why for your crimes $ 
You've told us in fome impious rhymes 
That Adam, e'er the days of fin, 
Was oft with rain wet to the fkin > 
That he his time mod dully fpent, 
Eat fruit, and drank the element ; 
That he his nails could never pare; 
And that he was not ov'er fair. 



o 
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You Kpicurus's do&rine teach,. 

And for luxurious pleafiyes preach. 

Having thefe words in paifion faid, 

He fevallow'd wine like amber red ; 

Of wine, which by it's tafte confefs'd 

The grape from whence the juice was prefs'd. 

And I, whilftcrimfon ftain'd his face, 

Addrefc'd the faint brimful of Grace. 

Religious fir, whence comes this wine ? 

I own it's gufts is divine. 

This wine is from Canary brought, 

Said he, and fhou'd be neftar thought ; 

It is in every refpedt 

A liquor fit for the ele£h 

That coffee which when full refeflion 

The feaft has given, fo helps digeftion. 

Whence comes it ? It from heaven defcended, 

A gift by God for me intended. 

But fure 'twas in Arabia faught 

By men, and thence with trouble brought. 

Both porcelaine and China ware 

For you men labour'd to prepare ; 

Twas bak'd, and with a thoufand dyes 

Diverfifi'd, to pleafe your eyes : 

That 
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That filver where fuch artsdifplay'd, 
Of which cups, falvers, plates are made. 
Which with mild luftre faintly fhines, 
Was dug from Potofa's rich mines. 
For thee the world at work has been, 
That thou at eafe might vent thy fpleen 
Againft that world, which for thy pleafure 
Has quite exhaufted all it's treafure. 
Thou real worlding, learn to know 
Thyfelf, aiid fome indulgence (hew 
To others, whom fo much you blame 
For vices, whilft you have the fame. 
Know luxury, which deftroys aftate 
That's poor, enriches one that's great ; 
That pomp and fplendor deem'd fovain, 
Are proofs ftill of a profperous reign. 
The rich can fpend his ample ftore ; 
The poor is gfafping ftill at more. 
On yon cafcades rjow fix your fight, 
In them the Naiads t^ke delight ; 
See how thofe floods : of -Water roam 
Covering the marble with a foam. 

Thefe 



Digitized by 



222 PHILOSOPHICAL POEMS. 



Thefc waves give moifture to the fields, 

Earth beautifi'd more rich crops yields. 

But fhou'd this fource be once decay'd, 

The grafs would wither, flowers would fade 

Thus wealth, in France and Britain's dates, 

Thro' various channels circulates. 

Excefs prevails, the great are vain 

Their follies oft*the poor maintain ; 

And Induftry, which opulence hires, 

To riches by flow fteps afpires. 

I hearaftaneb'd pedantic train 

Of pleafures ill effe&s complain, 

Who Dyonifius, Dyon cite 

Plutarch and Horace the polite, 

And cry that Curius, and a fcore 

Of confuls, ending in us more, 

Till'd the earth during war's alarms, 

And manag'd both the plow and amis j 

That corn which ftourilh'd in the land, 

Was fown by a victorious hand. 

'Tis well firs, and I am content 

To fuch relations to aflent. 

But tell me, fhould the gods incite 

Auicil againft Vaugirard to fight, 

Muft 
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Muft not the vi&or from the field 

Returning home his land have till'd. 

Rome the auguft was heretofore 

A hole like Auteil, nothing more, 

When thofe chiefs, from god Mars defcended, 

Attacked a meadow or defended, 

When to the field they took their way, 

Their ftandard was a trufs of hay *. 

Jove's image wooden under Tullus, 

Was beaten gold when liv'd Lucullus. 

Then don't beftow fair virtue's prize 

On what from poverty had rife. 

France ^ourifli'd by wife Colbert's care, ' 

When once a dunce, 'intent to fpare, 

Prefum'd the progrefs to oppofe 

Of arts, by which fatn'd Lyons rofe, 

And by curll avarice poffefl 

Had induftry and arts fuppreff $ 



• A handful of hay at the end of a pole called Manipulus' 
was the firft ftandard of the Romans, 
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That minuter, as wife as great, 
By luxury enrich'd the ftate. 
He the great fource of arts increas'A, 
From north to fouth, from weft to eaft, 
Our neighbours all with envy fir'd 
Pay'd dear for genius they admir'd. 
A monarch's portrait here I'll draw, 
Rome, Paris, Pekin, fuch ne'er faw ; 
*Tis Solomon, that king who Ihone 
A Plato, whilft he fifl'd a throne ; 
Who all things was to know allow'd, 
From hyflbp to the cedar proud : 
In luxury he furpafs'd mankind, 
With glittering gold his palace fhin'd. 
All various pleafures he could tafte, 
A thoufand beauties be embraced. 
With beauties hs was well fupplied ; 
Give me but one, Pam (atisfi'd. 
One's full enough for me ; but I 
Cannot with fage or monarch vie. 
Thus fpeaking, I perceiv'd each gueft 
To approve of my difcourfe profeft. 
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Sir, Piety no more repl'd, 
But laughing, ftill the bottle pli'd, 
Whxlft all, who well knew what I meant, 
Seem'd to my reafons to affent. 
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EPISTLE 

Upon Calumny. 

SINGE beautiful 'twill be your fate 
Emilia to incur much hate, 
Almoft one half of human race 
Will even curfe you to your face ; 
Poffeft of genius nobleft fire, 
With fear )ou will each breaftinfpire 
As you too eafily confide 
You'll often be- betra/d, beli'd : 
You ne'er of virtue made parade, 
To Hypocrites no court you've paid. 
Therefore, of calumny beware, 
Foe to the virtuous and the fair. 
Expect from every fool at court 
Thofe fquibs that are thrown out in (port 5 

Thofe 
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Thofe Jefts which each on others makes, 
And fuffers freedoms which he takesf. 
The curft Heentioufnefs of tongue 
From indolence and felf- love's fprung. 
The monfter of each fex appears, 
Her prate the croud attentive hears* 
The fcourge of mankind and delight 
She o'er the world afferts her right. 
Wit to the dulleft (he imparts, 
The wife repel her from their hearts. 
The fury, with malignant fneer, 
Attacks* mankind in every fphere. 
But thefe three ranks (he mofl devours, 
And on them all her venom pours : 
Wits, beauties, and the haughty great, 
Are all the obje&s of her hate : 
When merit {hikes the public eye, 
Againft it (he her darts let* fly. 
Whoever genius has difplay'd 
Is ever fatire's objeft made. 
Adorn'd with Trinquets, full of a 
Young jEgle to the prieft repairs 
She goes to be confign'd for life 
To one fhe never faw as wife ; 

M 3 
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The next day ihe 9 s in triumph feen 
Areourt and ball, before the queen. 
And next by Paris ever kind 
A gallant's to the bride aifign'd. 
Hoy in a ballad fings her fame, 
And the town echoes with her name* 
Ogle's incens'd, her cries are yain : 
.SSgle, excufe the Poet's ftrain. 
Your cafe you'll bitterly deplore 
When men fliall fpeak of you no more ; 
A beauty you can fcarcely name 
Who never fuflFer'd in her fame. 
We find it in Bayle's learned page, 
Bleft*Mary cou'd not 'fcape it's rage; 
Lampooner's rage was unreftrain'd, 
And even her facred natneprophan'd* 
Thro' all the nations of the world 
Fierce fatire has her Vengeance hu. I'd : 



• This Calymny, cited by Baylc and the Abbe Houteville, 
is taken from an old Hebrew book, entitled Jabtos J*ftut 9 in 
which Jonathan is given to this lacretl perfon as nuiband ; and he 
who raiies Jonathan's fufpicioni is caJTd Jofeph Panther. 

Has 
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Has been to Jews and Chriftians known, 
But (he in Paris holds her throne. 
A croud of idlers every night, 
Of idlers calPd the world polite, 
Wand ring about the town is feen, 
Still follow'd by that fiend the fpleen. 
There, jilted baggages abound, 
And jades of quality are found ; 
Who nothing's like meer parrots (ay ; 
.Who ogle fools, and cheat at play. 
Amongft them fparks we likewife find, 
Who feem much more of female kind. 
Their heads with trifles are well fill'd ; 
In trifles they are deeply (kill'd. 
With forward air, and voices pert, 
i They fing and dance, behave alert ; 
And if fome man with fenfe endu'd, 
Should in their prefencebe fo rude 
To fpeak like one who books has read, 
And fhew he wears a learned head, 
With anger fir'd they on him fall, 
HeV perfecuted by them all. 
Envy, each drone to combat brings, 
Againft the bee they point their ftings 5 

M 4 Of 



Digitized by^jOOQlC 



*3<> EPISTLES, 

Of minifters, and monarch* ftill, 
Inferior mortals will fpeak ill ; 
From Cxfar to our Lewis down, 
Name we one king of high renown, 
From fam'd Maecenas days produce 
A favourite who could Ycape abufe. 
Colbert, who, vigilant and wife, 
Knrich'd us ftill with new fupplies ; 
Who found means to replace the fibres 
We loft by minions, priefts, and whores : 
That worthy, to whofe cares we owe 
A greatnefs we no longer know, 
Againft him faw the (late confpire ; 
Saw Frenchmen rage with furious ire, 
*Difturb his urn, infult his (hade, 
To whom they oncefuch honours paid. 
When Lewis, who bravely could oppofe 
Death's terrors like his fierceft foes, 
At length, by the decree of fate, 
Was to St. Dennis borne in ftate. 



* A mob would have taken Mr. Colbert out of his grave at 
St. Eultachius's church, 

I faw 
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Quite mad with wine and folly ranging, 
Follow the mighty monarch's faerfe, 
And curfe him after death in verfe- 
You've known a regent at the helm 
Turn upftde down the Gallic realm : 
He fur foriety was born 
Arts to promote and to adorn* 
Great without pride, replete with wit* 
Tho' loofe, he cou'd no crime commit; 
And yet, moil curft, moft black of crime* ' 
All France has feen attrocious rhymes 
Outrageoufly that prince defame 
And give him every odious name, 
*Phi]Iippics wrote in unchafr. flrain 
Scandalous chronicles remain ; 
And wil no Frenchman's generous ra*c 
Refute the vitc deteftcd page? 
When any make .1 \tif? 
AU will 
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If truth's difcover'din the end, 
All men are backward to defend. 
But will you from the great at court 
To obje&s turn of meaner fort? 
Leaving the court, all grandeur's center, 
In the wit's temple let us enter ; 
That (brine, which always I admir'd, 
To whofe view Bardus felf afpir'd, 
Where Damis never cou'd repair 
Let's enter, fee curft envy there, 
Daughter of verfe, toverfeafoe, 
Who drawing emulation's bow, 
Can pride inflame and rage excite 
Amongft fools who for glory write* 
See how they're bent to fight till death, 
AU to fecure fame's idle breath ; 
Upon their rivals they let fall 
The blackeft and the bittereft gallt 
Janfenift eager to devour 
Moiinift cou'd not blacker pour* 
The cafuift Doucin n'er fo well 
Bcdaub'd fam'd Pafquier Quenek 
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TV old rhymer, whom all mendefpife, 
Organe, impure of many lies, 

That wretch who all the town offends, r 

Whopunifh'd often never mends ; 

That Rufus * who your fire befriended, 

And from the attacks of want defended, 

Whofe ferpent fting foon afer bor'd 

The bofom that had life reftor'd ; 

The wicked Rufus, who in court 

Made 'againil innocence report ) 

Who would have hid had he been wife, 

His guilt and (hamc from mortal eyes, 

We fee at Bruffels Marfhes ftrtvo 

The flame of difcord to revive : 

He ftrives on me to throw the flame 

Which muft for ever branjj his name* 

What will that fatire then, avail, 

With which he dares the world adail,. 

Pieces in French and German wrote^ 

Wherein he apes the old Marot, 
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In which his vices all aire feen, 
So dull they almoft give thefpleen. 
What great effeS then do we fee 
From all thofe heaps of calumny ? ' 
Subjected to all mortals. hate, 
He to his poifoiis owes his fate* 
Let us not fear the flanderer's ftrain ; ■ 
Boileau lafh'd fam'd Qulnault in vain, 
Quinault, whofe beauties charm'd his age, 
Laughs at whilft he forgives his rage. 
I, whom a curft cabal would blaft, 
And foul afperfions on me caflr, 
In fpightof 'bigots live at eafe, 
Both court and town my verfes pleafe. 
From all this what (hall we conclude ? 
Ye French fenforious, tho* not rude, " 
Severe, altho' polite and* kind, 
Amongft you muft we ever find 
Things which fo very ill agree 
As graces and feverity ?" 

Y £4i wbQ th? fe* iflj&3ffll? cxcell^ . 
You'tnow this dangerous people well ; 
With tU m we' live zmiHt our foes, 
Boldly the* malice fly oppofe. 

Amidft 
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Amidft them all your charms difplay, 
Difcreetly follow your own way, 
Folly your innate virtues lore, 
j^nd fiaaderers then fhall prate no more. 
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To a Miniftcr of State,, upon the En- 
couragement of Arts. 

YOU who with profit know delight to blend, 
Who can frombufinefs to affairs defcend ; 
With joy I fee your powerful genius ftrive 
The arts too long neglcfied, to revive. 
Be no one branch the idol of thy heart, 
But hold in balance each contending art :• 
Animate tragedy's bold manly ftik, 
And love her chearful; fitter's pieafing finite : 
Roufe gravers, painters, and th* harmonious band, 
Put a gold compafi in Urania's^ h?nd. 
By a true genius all arts are embraced * 
He fcarce exifb who has one only tafte* 

Ipity 
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I pity that man's weak and narrow mind 
Who to one fingle objeft is confin'd j 
Who to one idol confecrates his heart, 
And to that one would facrifice each art. 
.Hear the abftra&ed algebraifl pale 
With ftudy, whilft his limbs begin to fail ; 
Who knows by calculations power elate, 
Four is to two as fixteen is to eight. 
To him Racine, Corneille, as fools appear, 
And Lull/ft harmony can't pleafe his ear; 
To Ruben's art he will not grant due praife, 
J\A nature's colours he in vain difplays. 
Symbols and figures he admires alone, 
And thinks none. great in France but Varignon. 
He can't conceive how Quinault pleas 'd the age, 
Who did not work equations for the ftage* 
Not left a fool, nor le&adupe to praife, 
He who thinks Euterpe infpires his lays; 
Whofe pilfer'd rhymes preient us o'er and o'er 
What other* (aid a thoufand times before ; 
To his own mufe he ever grants the prize, 
And looks on fcience with contemptuous eyes : 
Vit ws Archimede and Newton with diffiain* 
Arid drives in rhyme all Plato to explain. 

The 
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The plodding dunce with calculating ikull, 
The coxcomb who declares all reafoning dull 
A pettifogger views with fcornful eyes, 
Taught by t^e law their follies to defpife ; 
Who for fix {hillings blackens many a quire, 
And lets his pen and anger out for hire. 
A fool in furs behold bring in his claim, 

. Boafting the do&ors felf-fufficient name : 
Come hither, Bourdaloue and Maffillon 
Forfake and hear me with applaufe alone. 
I by three heads each fimple cafe make clear,, 

' St. Thomas IVe explain'd for many a year : 
Pretenders thus the public ear engage, 
And draw a numerous audience to their ftage j 
The virtuous man to others gives due praife \ 
To others merit he due tribute pays. 
Erft before God completing his great plaa 
Had breath'd the breath of life into a man, 
The world to ftock with creatures was his care ; 
He made the eagle, fovereign of the air, 
The fteed that fcours the plains, the dog that Hill 
Attends obedient to his matter's will ; 
The bleating (heep, the wolfe that nightly -prowls, 
The ox whofe force man's higher force controuls 

The 
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The bird that charms the forces, and the dove, 

Thought here below the fimbol of true love : 

Man nam'd them all, and with enlighten'd mind 

Their ufes knew, their feveral taflcs aflign'd, 

No fervants *Mazarin wou'd e'er ele&, 

But let God's providence his choice dire& : 

The die decided each domeftick's lot, 

Poftillions Secretaries places got ; 

His coachman thus an agent's poft obtain'd, 

His almoner by fate was cook ordatn'd. 

Such inftances in human life abound, 

Employments vary, talent's rarely found. 

When to Rome's emperor every man was flave, 

He to a horfe the conful's fafces gave } 

Far left abfurdly he conferr'd that place 

Than thofe who fools with rank and title grace : 

By ignorance oft has Cujas robe been born, 

Blockhead's have oft the facred mitre worn : 

And oft the man has over kingdoms reign'd, 

Who to theoarihould have with flaves been chain'd. 



• The duke of Mazarin, Hortenfia MacbS'a buiband every 
year made his dometticks call lots for the places they wet* 
fill and what is here related, is founded on faft. 
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May you ne'er in the choice of men thus err, 
True merit feek, true merit ftill prefer, 
'Tis thus the botanift's fagacious mind 
Midft thiftles knows the healing plant to find, 
'Tis thus great Colbert, once the boaft of France, 
Awak'd each art which flept in death like trance. 
Like him protect the arts in their decline, 
Like Colbert and renown 'd Msecena's fhine. 
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POETICAL DISSERTATIONS. 

DISSERTATION the FIRST. * 
Upon the Equality of Conditions. 

FRIEND, o'er whofeimnd fair Virtue ftill prefides, 
Whom reafon ftill to nature's. inftin& guides, . 
Who mak'ft thy wUbes with thy ftation meet, 
Bleft without wealth, in pleasures ftill difcreet : 
Happy are thofe who thus their genius lean, 
Whom prudence teaches to ek£t lire's plan : 
His heart ne'er grieve's repentance voice to hear, 
He lives concentered in his proper fphere. 
Men differ j one's condition's like the reft, 
Folly mifcarriis -Where good fenfe is bleft. • * 
Blifs is the port to which each mortal's bound,.' 
The winds uncertain* ro$k* of Jifeabound : 

Heaven 
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Heaven to enable man the port to find 
A bark to every mortal has affign'd. 
Various refburccs, equal dangers rife. 
What boots it when the ftorm roars thro* the fldes 
That thy poop's painted j that the changeful gales 
Blow thro 9 thy filken fhrouds and purple fail? : 
The pilot's art alone the ftorm allays, 
-And not the ornament? our bark difplays. 
What do&rine ftrange, you'll fiiy is here profeft, 
Is no ftate then beyond another bleft ? 
Has heaven given all of blifs an equal (hare ? 
A fcrivener's wife to a princefs who'd compare ? 
Is itnot for a prieft a happier hti 
To clap a fcarlet hat on bis bald pate, 
Than to go after mom or evening prayer 
T' expofe to difcipline his (boulders bare f 
In triple bonnet fure more bleft the judge 
Than the dark doom'd in office fttU to drudge*. 
God's juftice, nature's laws, this rule oppofe* 
Her gifts (he with more equity bcftows. 
Think you (he'll ever be fo partial found 
As to have blifs to fortune's chariot bound i 
A colonel oft will impudently trie 
In pleafures even a marihal ro outw*. • 

Bleft 
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Bleft as a king, the ignorant vulgar Yay, ' 
Yet monarchs dearly for their grandeur pay. 
Vain confidence a king puts in his throne, 
For grief and fpleen to greatnefs felf are known. 
Heaven muftto all the fame attention pay, 
Itform'd all mankind of one common clay. 
Let's own that Heaven is juft as well as kind, ^ 
It has a birthright to each child alfign'd : 
Some crop muft ftill be reap'd from earth's worft fpot 9 ~ 
He's difinherited who mourns his lot. 
Let's without pride poffefs ; let's bear with grace, 
Since 'twas by God affign'd our earthly place. 
God meant arranging fubl unary things 
To make us happy, not to make us kings* 
Before Pandora, if we credit fame, 
We all were equal, we are ftill the fame. 
To have ftill the fame title to be Well 
Puts each upon a level with the reft. 
Thofe Haves in yonder valley doft thou fee, 
Who cut a craggy rock, or lop a tree ; . 
Who turn the co-rrfe of ftreams ; who, with a (pade 
The entrails of the fertile earth pervade. 
. We do not find that model in thofe plains 
On which were form'd Fontenelle's foft fwains. 

Their 
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There Timaretand Tircis are not found 

Beneath a myrtle fiiade with chaplets crown'd, 

Graving upon the oaken bark their names, 

And ever talking of their amorous flames. 

But fome rough card endu'd with ftubborn heart, 

Who knows thro' mire to drive the loaden cart: 

Soon as Aurora ftreaks the ruflet fkies, 

From her coarfe bed Perrette is fore'd to rife, 

They pant, with duft I fee them cover*d o'er ; 

Each day they labour as the day before ; 

By toil to cold and heat alike enur'a*, 

Both are by them with equal eafe endur'd : 

And yet they fing in rude tone, without note, 

Old Ballads which by Pellegrin were wrote. 

Strength, health, found fleep, the mind's ferene repofc, 

To poverty and toil' the labourer owes. 

At Paris gay Colin no joy can fino", 

His ears are deafen'd, uninform'd his mind : 

No joy it's fplcndor to the ruftic yields j 

He overlooks it, and regrets his fields. 

Love's voice excites him thither to repair, 

Whilft Damis running ftill from fairto fair 

In proud apartments lolls at carelefs eafe, 

intrigue his bufinefi, his defire to pleafe, 

By 
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Bjr his wife hated, dup'd by his kept dame, 
Toucvery beauty tells his aqiorous flame ; 
Quits ^Egje's arms for Cloris coy who flies, 
And thinks all joy in noife and fcandal lies. 
The vigorous faithful Colin, on loves wing 
Flies to Lifetta with return of fpring. 
Returning in three months, the ruftic fwain 
Makes prefents fimple like himfelf and plain : 
He does not bring thofe trinkets rich and rare 
Which Hebert fells to the deluded fair. 
Without thefe trifles he fecures his joys, 
He wants them not, they are the happy's toys. 
The rapid eagle thro* the yielding (kies 
After his paramour with ardor flies. 
The ox the heifer feeks with many a bound, 
His lowing love makes all the vale refound. 
Sweet Philomel, foon as the flowers appear, 
Delights with fongs his lov'd companion's ear. 
Forth from the bufhes darts the buzzing flie, 
Meets infe&s, and engenders in the fky ; 
To exift of all their wiflies is the bound, 
They grieve not others are more perfeft found. 
What need I care whilft in my prefent ftate 
That other beings have a happier fate* 
N 
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But can lhat wretch who lies upon the duft 

Object at once of pity anddlfguft, 

That breathing (keleton with woes oppreft, 

Who lives to fuffer, fay, can Ke be bleft ? 

No i but can Tamas by a flave depos'd, 

A vizir iji difgrace, a prince oppos'd, 

Be happy deem'd ? When once they're caft in chains, 

A fad remembrance of their ftate remains. 

Each ftate its ills, its difappointments knows ; 

Man's ftate is vary'd, various are his woes ; 

Lefs fierce in peace, more a&ive in the fight, 

Charles had in Englifh realms maintain'd his -right. 

And had Dufreny with more care apply'd, 

Of want he had jiot like an author dy 'd. 

We all are equal, Men muft bear fatigue, 

Churches breed controverfies, courts intrigue. 

Too oft true merit lurks behind a fcreen, 

Evil abounds, but blifs is often feen. 

Nor youth, nor age, nor poverty, nor wealth, 

Can e'er reftore the wounded foul to health. 

jrus of old, of poverty aftiam'd, 

Loud againft Craefus opulence declaimed : 

Honour and wealth by Craefus are poffcft, 

Cry'd he, and only I remain unblefs'd. 

While 
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While thus he fpoke, while thus his rage prevail'd 
The Carian king an arm'd hoft auail'd. 
Of all his courtly train not one remains. 
In fight he's taken, apd he's caft in chains ; 
His treafure's loft, his miftrcfs from him torn : 
He weeps, but fees when loft and quite forlorn * 
Irus, poor Irus, who the combat o'er 
Drinks with thevi&ors, thinks of war no more. 
Oh \ jove, exclaim'd he, Irus knows the worft j 
Irus is happy, I alone am curft. 
Miftaken both, they fhould conteft lay by ; 
He errs, who fees a man with envious eye : 
External luftre fills us with furprize ; 
But man's a imyftery to human eyes. 
All joy is tranfient, mirth muft have an end j 
Whither do then the cares of mortals tend t 
In every clime grows happinefs fincere, 
*Tis no whereto be founder every where : 
No where entire, but every where the fame $ 
In God alone exhauftlefs lafts the flame': 
r Its like the pure, like the aetherial fires 
To mix with other elements afpires $ 
Mounts to the clouds, defcends to rocks below, 
And in the fea's abyfs makes diamonds glow > 
N 2 
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When fhowy mountains load the frozen plains 
Joy ever cheats the bofoms of the fwains. 
In what'er ftate thou'rt born oh mortal ftill 
Refign'd fubmit to thy creator's will. 



DISSERTATION 
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DISSERTATION the lid. 
Upon Liberty. 

IN tranfient life, which forae few years comprize, 
If happinefs muft be true wifdom's prize, 
Who (hall to me this facred treafure fend, 
Does it upon myfelf or heaven depend i 
Is it like wit, like beauty, and high birth, 
A lot which prudence can't acquire on earth ? 
Say, am I free, or do my limbs and foul 
Some other agents fecret fprrngs controul f 
Is will which ever hurries me away, 
Slave to the foul, or bears ihe fovereign fway ? 
Plung'd in this doubt, and hopelefs of relief, 
I rais'd to heaven my eyes obfcur'd with grief. 
A fpirit then to whom the God is known, 
Who holds his place by the almighty's throne, 

-f ■' WW. 
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Who ftill attends him, burns with conftant flame, 
From the high heavens celeftial envoy came ; 
For oft propitioufly thofe foils of light 
Illume the foul obfcur'd by error's night. 
And fly the doctor's fupercilious pride, 
Who does in his profeflbr's chair confide ; 
Who quite elaje, and t>{ his fyftem vaia, 
Miftakes for truth the phantom of his brain.. 
Liften, faid he, in pity to your grief 
Tit now reveal what fure wilf bring relief. 
What you delire to learn I fhall difclofe, 
Inftru&ion is- his due tadoubt who knows* 

r Know then, oh ! man, that you are free as I, 
This is the nobleft gift of the mod high ; 

4 In the free will of each intelligence 
That being's life confifts, it's true eflence. 
That's free which can. conceive, will, a&, defign; 
A glorious attribute, almoft divine. 
This great prerogative to God we owe, 
His offspring we, hk images below : 
His word all powerful made heaven, earth, and feas, 
The body thus the will's command c>beys. 
Sovereign on earth, a powerful king by thought, 
JNature by thee is to thy purpofe brought > 

The 
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The zephyr you command, the roaring main ; 
You can your will and even defires reftrain. 
Of liberty, if we the foul divefly 
.What is it ? 'Tis a fubtile flame at belt. 
Were we depriv'd once of the power to chufe, 
.We fhould in fact our very being lofe j 
Machines we (hould be by the Almighty wrought, 
Curious automatons endu'd with thought. 
We fhou'd delufion fuffer every hour, 
Tools of the deity's defpotic power. 
Cou'd man not free God's image be efteem'd ? 
Cou'd works like thefe be profitable deem'd ? 
Can't he then pleafe God, can't he give offence, 
Can God nor punifh us nor recompenfe ? 
Juftice in heaven and earth muff ceafe to dwell, 
Desfontaines is not bad, not good Pucelfe*. 
Fate's impulfe actuates each human breaft, 
And the world's chaos is by vice pofleft. 
The proud oppreflbr, mifer hard of heart, 
Cartouche, Mirivis, fkill'd in fraudful art ; 



• The abbe Pucelle, a celebrated councellor of parliament* 
The abbe Desfontaines, a man who often iriturr'd the cenfure of 
die law : He kept open (hop, where he fold panegyrick and 
&b9t tb thofe that bid highe ft. 

The 
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The flanderer more criminal than all, 
May God thecauferof his bafenefs call. 
If I am perjurM, 'tis by his command, 
He plunders, robs, and murders by my hand : 
'Tis thus the God who firft ordain'd all laws, 
Is made of horrors and black crimes the caufe. 
Could thofe who fuch a dogma dire maintain, 
Speak of the devil himfelf in blacker ftrain : 
Surprize feiz'd on me, as on one at night 
Who wakes furpriz'd to fee a fudden light, 
Whilft yet a heavy and half open'd eye 
With difficulty can the light defcry* 
I anfwer'd, can it heavenly fpirit be 
That mortal man's fo weak whilft he is free, 
Why cannot reafon's torch dire& his way, 
He follows it, yet often goes aftray ? 
Why fhouM this paragon fo wife and brave, 
Be always thus to vice an abje£t Have ? 
This anfwer ftfaight return'd the fpirit kind, 
What groundlefs grief has thus o'erwhelm'd year 
mind? 

Liberty fometimes is impair'd in you,. 
But was eternal liberty your du#? 
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Shou'd it be equal in each time and date 
You'd be a God, to be a man's your fate. 
Shall a drop in the vaft unbounded fea 
Exclaim, immenfity was made for me ? 
No, all is weak in thee, to change incliu'd 
Thy beauty, ftrength, the talents of thy mind. 
All nature has its limits fix'd below, 
Shall then man's power be boundlefs here below ? 
But when your heart which various paulons fway 
To their ftrong impufeoverpowerM gives way ; 
W hen to their force you find your free-will bend, 
You had it fure, fmce you perceive it end. 
Whene'r you feel the burning fever's flame 
By flow degrees it undermines your frame j 
But that attack no fure definition brings, 
Tho' for a time it wears life's feeble fprings. 
You oft return from death's half-open'd gate 
More healthy, temperate, and more fedate, 
Your great prerogative more ftri£Uy fcan, 
Liberty is the foul's health in a man. . 
Sometimes it's efficacy may fubfide 
Subdu'd by rage, ambition, love, or pride. 
Thethirft of knowledge may it's power controul, 
Many are the difeafes of the fouL 
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But you againft them may yourfclf defend, 

Open this book, confult that learned friend $ 

A friend's the gift of heaven, a bleffing rare, 

To *Sylya, Vernage, Helvetius repair. 

May heaven, when men are into vice betray 'd, 

Send fuch affiftants powerful to their aid. 

Is there that idiot amongft human kind 

Who wifhes not in danger aid to find ? 

Behold the mortal who free-will arraigns, 

And blindly a blind defliny maintains, 

See how he ponders, weighs, deliberates ; 

See how he loads with blame the man he hates ; 

How he feeks vengeance when with paffion warm j 

How he corrects his fon and would reform. 

From 'hence 'tis evident he thought him free, 

His iyftem and bis actions difagree. 

His heart bely'd his tongue at every word 

In driving to explain this dogma abfurd ; 

He owns thefentiment he feems to brave * 

He ads as free, difcourfes as a Have. * 

Since free thank God, who freedom did beftow 

To him the blifs that makes you bleft you owe j 



* A famous phyfician of Pari*. 

Avoid 
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Avoid with caution all the vain conteft 
Of thofe that tyrannife the human breaft ; 
Firm in thy principles, and juft in heart, 
Error companionate, with truth take part. 
Do not to zeal's fuggeftions fierce give way, 
He is a brother who is led aftray ; 
To be humane as well as prudent ftrive ; 
From others blifs thy happin* fs derive. 
The angels words re founding in my ear, 
My mind was rais'd above this mortal fphere ; 
I had enquir'd, at length prefumptous grown, 
Of things reveal'd to heavenly minds alone : 
Of fpirit pure, of matter, light, and fpace 
The el aftic fpring," eternity, time's race, 
Strange queftions, which fo frequently confound 
Mairant the fubtile, Gravefende the profound *, 
And which Defcartes in vain ftrove to explore, 
Whofe vortices are now believ'd no more. ' 
But then the fpirit vanifh'd from my fight 
And fought the regions of eternal light. 



# Mr. Gravefende, profeflbr at Leiden; the firft who taught 
Newton's difcoveries. Mr. Dortous de Mairant, a gentleman 
of Beziert, fecretary to the Academy of Sciences at rak 

He 
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He was not fent me from thesetherial fky, 
To teach the fecrets deep of the moft high : 
My eyes by too great light had been oppreft, 
He faid enough, in faying, man be bleft. 



The E N D of the Thirty-Second Volume. 
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